



























POWER PLAY 


Marlon sighed. "You play roughl" She 
glanced down at the imprints left by his teeth 
and fingers. 

"This doesn't change a thing/' he said grim* 
ly. "I'm going to have it out with Bernice tonight 
She won't like the way I intend to handle her 
any better than you Uked it" 

"Oh, I'm not complaining, darling/' Marion 
said happily. "Do whatever you think you have 
to about Bernice—but don't forget that my serv¬ 
ices are always available/' 

"You can't get enough can you?" Warren 
asked# feeling a rising surge of contempt 
Marion giggled. "Oh, but you're a brutel I 
love it Warren." She swayed over him and 
draped her arms around his neck. 

Warren chopped down with his right hand* 
It was a stinging smite on the soft curves. 

"When I want more of you. I'll let you know," 
he said. "Now get dressed—" 

She eyed him reproachfully. "Don't overdo 
these cave-man tactics# darling. I bruise easily." 

"I wonder if your husband bruises easily, too. 
I'll be finding that out the first chance 1 get.»." 
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They were standing just outside Warren Kyle’s of¬ 
fice, watching the attractive young stenographers as 
they hurriedly vacated their desks, laughing and 
talking eagerly about their plans for the weekend. 
It was a warm, humid Friday afternoon. Even the 
Lake Michigan breeze was listless and the air out¬ 
side the large, modem lake-front office building hung 
heavily in damp, invisible patches. 

Larry Richert sighed, eyeing the shapely blonde 
in the cool-looking, mint-green dress as she rushed 
across the deserted general office to overtake her girl 
friends. 

*Tm going to miss some of the scenery around 
here.* 

Warren lit a cigarette, “You mean there wont be 
girls in Rockford?* He secretly envied the younger 
man. The ex-accounts-payable supervisor had pur¬ 
chased a garage and filling station In Rockford, Il¬ 
linois. Probably this was the last time he would ever 
see Larry Richert and they had become fairly good 
friends during the six months since Warren had 
been promoted to office manager and transferred to 
the Milwaukee branch of the Malbem Metals Cor¬ 
poration. 

Larry grinned back at him. “Wholl have time for 
women? IT be putting in double the hours for half 
the pay I was getting here,” 
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“But you’ll be doing some tiling you like. It’s some¬ 
thing you want.” 

"What I think I want, anyway.” 

You could have stuck it out for a while longer— 
at least until you were sure, until you had some cash 
for a cushion.” 

“Maybe I should have. I’m buying in down there 
almost on impulse, you know.” 

“Getting cold feet, Larry?” 

They were alone in the shadowy office now. Larry 
Richert shrugged. “Not really. I’m looking forward 
to it. I guess sometimes, though, I’m a little afraid 
that the dream might prove better than the reality.” 

“Why didn’t you wait?” 

“Because I’ve seen what can happen, Warren. A 
guy keeps putting off making the break, wanting to 
be sure that he’s doing die right thing, and all of a 
sudden he isn’t sure of anything. Then he finds out 
that all the while he was sp innin g his wheels, he 
dug such a deeji rut for himself that he can’t get 
out of it. Nope, I m not sorry about quitting now.” 

Warren stared at his cigarette. The smoke tasted 
flat and bitter. “I sure hope it works out for you. 
Did you say you wouldn’t be taking over down there 
for another two weeks?” 

“Right. I’m going to goof off in Chicago for a few 
days, then I’ll do some more of the same while visit¬ 
ing my sister and her husband in Beloit” Larry 
looked at the taller man. “Don’t you ever get the 
urge? To be busy doing nothing—to goof off, I 
mean?” 

“Sure. Who doesn’t?” Warren Kyle turned around 
and walked back into his office. He crushed out the 
cigarette and started to scoop papers from the top 
of his desk, shoving them into the drawer. It was 
work that he should have finished before he left for 
the weekend. Right then Warren felt the same way 

6 




about it as he had when he first noticed some of the 
girls begin to furtively dear their desks in the main 
office twenty minutes before quitting time. To hell 
with it be had thought then and that was how he 
felt now. Not only about the unfinished paperwork. 
About everything. It was a mood he found himself 
in with increasing frequency, especially during re¬ 
cent months. 

Larry Richert was leaning in the doorway, study¬ 
ing him. "You never do, though. Not around here 
anyway. I guess that’s because you like what you’re 
doing, huh? For me, these last three years on the job 
were just slave labor—something I had to do in order 
to get enough moola to get where I want to go.” 

“This isn’t a bad job. It’s a decent company to 
work for." 

“Sounds to me as if you might be trying to sell 
yourself something.” 

“Just trying to keep myself sold, Larry, Know 
what I was going to be when I got out of service, 
nine, going on ten, years ago? I was going to be a 
photographer. Oh, no globe-circling or delusions of 
becoming a nationally known lens-clicker—just a 
smaD-town studio to work out of, where I would 
be kept busy with babies’ and children’s portraits, 
weddings to photograph every so often—you know 
what I mean.” 

“What happened? Change your mind?” 

Warren shook his head as he locked his desk. "I 
just didn’t make it. I’m in that rut you mentioned. 
It’s comfortable and it’s usually deep enough that I 
don’t have to look out to see where the tunnel I’m 
digging is taking me.” 

“This surprises me, Warren. I’ll bet that even your 
wife doesn’t know how you feel about things.” 

“Bernice wouldn’t be happy outside the rut. We 
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both pretend that it doesn’t exist and most of the 
time we can believe it.” 

‘‘And where do you suppose that tunnel is 

the way to the end of the line* boy. A long* 
first-class ride to eventual oblivion, A journey to 
nowhere,” Warren Kyle said lightly. He grinned at 
La rry Richert as they started to leave the building, 
‘Don’t pay too much attention to me. We’re having 
one of those senseless dinner parties at our apartment 
tonight. I haven’t met a man yet who really enjoys 
them—or a woman who doesn’t ” 

“Speaking of women and such, check that babe 
just ahead of us—the one on the left/* Larry mut¬ 
tered, his gaze glued to the swaying, blue pleated 
skirt of a tall, slender blonde leaving the office build¬ 
ing with a short, plump brunette in a dowdy floral 
print, 

Warren scarcely looked at the girls emerging from 
the shadowy entrance ahead. He felt old and de¬ 
tached from the world around him. He was thirty- 
three and he felt twice that. “Not bad if you like 
blondes/’ he mumbled absently. 

They paused on the sidewalk in front of the budd¬ 
ing, Larry Richert grinned. “I like ’em any color. Did 
I ever tell you about the gal I dated when I was 
stationed in California? She was a Mexican hairless 
and—” 

Warren laughed. “You told me.” He put out his 
right hand. “I’d let you buy me a farewell drink but 
I nave to pick up some fixings for our guests to stuff 
themselves on tonight.” 

“Don’t forget to buy your gas and oil from me if 
you and the wife ever get down around Rockford. 
Then Ill not only buy drinks but thick, juicy tender¬ 
loins to match,” Larry said, grasping Warren’s hand 
in a quick, warm clasp. “See you, Warren,” 
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you?” 

“All 




“An offer like that is worth driving down for. Good 
luck, boy” They separated, hiking along the dusky 
sidewalks. Warren returned his friend’s departing 
wave. He knew that it was unlikely that the drinks 
and matching sets of steaks would ever be collected 
and he guessed that Larry knew it too. From now 
on, they would be traveling in widely different orbits. 

Warren drove out toward Estabrook Park on Lake 
Drive and stopped at the supermarket in Shorewood 
to pick up the cardboard box filled with the groceries 
that Bernice had ordered. He saw several boys fash¬ 
ing in the Milwaukee River and he tried to remem¬ 
ber the last time he had wet a line. He could not 


even dimly recall. 

Entering the elevator of the ultramodern apart¬ 
ment bridling, Warren balanced the bulky grocery 
box with one arm while he punched the button. As 
the silent car ascended toward the plush, sound¬ 
proof fourth-floor unit they had leased following his 
transfer, Warren tried to shake off his dull, listless 
mood. He blamed it on die sultry, mid-August 
weather. The apartment building was air^ondi- 
tioned. Perhaps, after he shaved and showered he 
could stretch out on the bed for an hour or so before 
he had to dress and play the genial host He had 
faint twinges of a headache and his mouth relt hot 

^Bernice and Mildred, the colored girl who worked 
for them a couple of days each week, were busy with 
the table settings when Warren let himself m and 
lugged the groceries past the dining room. 

He placed the box on the pearl-flecked countertop 
below the birch cabinets and turned around just as 
Bernice walked in, her red lips smiling in anticipa¬ 


tion of a welcoming kiss. 

“You look warm and harassed. Rough day, darl¬ 
ing?” she asked, deftly slipping from his arms and 
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UBcoMcfoufly smoothing her km* dark-brown hair 
M she inspected the contents of the cardboard bor. 

And you look cool and inviting," Warren said. He 
stood behind her, his hands on her shoulders. "If 
Mildred wasnt here and if we didn’t have people 
coming over, I d be tempted to—” ^ F 

She laughed softly, neatly trapping his left hand as 

J“!f d 5 T h P ™* et \ ce f dexterit y “to the vee of her 
coral-red dress. And if it wasn’t so hot—and if you 

weren t dying for a shower. There are too many if s , 
darling. Besides, why is it that you almost invariably 
pick the wrong time of the month to get these 
amorous ambitions? Where were you last week— and 
the week before that?” 

Wairen grinned. He allowed her to remove his 
hand then turned and went to the refrigerator. She 
had chilled a martini for him. He took the glass she 
gave him and poured the liquid over the crushed ice. 

We haven t seen much of each other since we 
moved in come to think of it,” he said. "What’s on 
the schedule for tomorrow? Maybe we could iust 
keep the door locked and—” 

Jfts still the wrong time, remember?” 

"I think that’s iust a stall.” 

“No it isn’t.” 

“Prove it.” 

“Silly!” 

See? I think I'll just call your bluff. After the 
party tonight, we’ll-” Warren had to let the threat 
go unfinished as Mildred bustled into the kitchen. 
The young Negro girl smiled shyly at him and 
started to unpack the groceries. 

Bernice reached over and took the glass from him 
sipping the martini. “No one will be here until seven! 
Why don t you freshen up and lie down for a while? 
Its only five now.” 
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“I think I will. Want to scrub my back and tuck 
me in?” 

“You don’t need help. You’re a great big bov. She 
smiled absently at him and pressed the drink back 
into his hand, then forgot all about him as she and 
the maid began completing their preparations for 
the party. 

Warren finished the martini and rinsed out the 
glass at the sink before leaving the kitchen and 
walking through the spacious rooms to the bedroom. 
Absently he located fresh underwear and his robe, 
then went into the large, green-tiled bath and un- 
dressed 

His thoughts turned to Larry Richert again. Larry 
had guts. The younger man was taking a calculated 
risk, betting on the strength his ambitions and abili¬ 
ties to see nim through the rough spots. 

Warren Kyle frowned without knowing it. All of 
his life people had been telling him what to do; par¬ 
ents, older brothers and sisters, teachers, army offi¬ 
cers and non-coms, employers and supervisors and 
in her own sweet, gently domineering ways—Ber¬ 
nice. Yes, right down the line. Maybe he was just 
one of those' conditioned males who couldn’t func¬ 
tion by himself. Maybe he needed constant bossing. 

He adjusted the shower faucets. The water pelting 
against his big body was cool. There was barely a 
hint of surplus flesh around his waist. Otherwise his 
six-foot-two frame was still reasonably virile and 
athletic—about par for a guy nearing his thirty- 
fourth birthday who held down a desk and had little 
exercise other than reaching for jumping phones 
during the day and high-powered martinis in the 
evening. 

The shower spray went from cool to cold as War¬ 
ren recklessly shut off the hot water faucet. He 
gasped and doggedly remained exposed to the icy 
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torrent, turning so that his entire naked torso bene¬ 
fited from the invigorating sting of the frigid pellets. 
While he was toweling himself, Warren thought of 
the evening ahead, Howard and Marion Roberts 
would be among the first couples to arrive. The sexy 
ash-blonde and her lean, handsome, black-haired 
husband were two people he would have preferred 
not to know. Particularly the playboy, Howard 
Roberts had inherited plenty, and he boasted about 
his laziness almost as much as he reveled in those 
man-to-man confidences about his sexual conquests 
every time he had Warren trapped in a comer. 

The Roberts were Bernice s Wends. So were most 
of the other couples expected in for the usual Friday 
night drink-fest. They were all people Warren 
tolerated rather than really liked. He climbed into 
his clean shorts and pulled on his dark blue lounging 
robe and padded into the bedroom. 

Suddenly he snapped his fingers. He had forgotten 
all about dropping off the Ruick Electra for its 
5,000-mile servicing. He walked around the bed 
toward the ivory extension phone, intending to call 
the garage and see if they could send someone out 
to pick up the car. He had made the appointment 
to drop it off at the garage earlier in the week and 
they would be wondering why he had not brought it 
in as scheduled. 

He picked up the receiver, ready to dial Then 
his fingers hovered above the numbers as he heard 
Bernice laugh softly and say, “YouYe impossible, 
darling! No gentleman ever talks to a lady this way!” 

Warren had been about to cradle the receiver but 
when he heard his wife's low, intimate laughter, 
curiosity made him raise the phone to his ear again. 

“I won't bring Marion to another of those in¬ 
fernally stupid dinner parties unless you promise to 
meet me up at the place tomorrow, as usual/' threat- 

12 



ened the teasing voice of a male. Suddenly Warren 
felt as if he had just been kicked in the stomach. His 
wife and Howard Roberts! 

Bernice sighed. “I want to, darling, but I can’t. Not 
tomorrow. Warren must have changed his mind 
about working this Saturday.” 

“Damned inconsiderate of him,” Howard Roberts 
drawled in his self-cultivated British accent. “Why 
should he stay home tomorrow, of all days? It’s our 
anniversary, you know.” 

Warren’s emotions were screaming. He trembled 
so violently that he had to lower himself to the edge 
of the bed but he kept the receiver tight against his 
ear, trying to fully grasp the shinning impact of their 
conversation. 

He heard his wife laugh again. “That’s right, it has 
been a month, hasn’t it?" 

“One whole month of superbly delightful Satur¬ 
days,” Howard Roberts replied. There was a slight 
pause. Then, “See if you can’t persuade him not to 
shirk his duties at the office, won’t you, darling? After 
all, since he’s an executive, I’m certain there must be 
something he has to do down there, something that 
he hasn’t attended to.” 

“While you attend to me! Howard, you’re terrible!” 

Warren could not endure any more. He felt com¬ 
pletely numbed. Slowly he lowered the receiver. He 
did not even hear his wife and her lover sever the 
connection. 
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2 


Marion Roberts smiled her acceptance when War¬ 
ren quietly drew her away from the chaotic din made 
by the sophisticated and gaily circulating couples 
who tiled the Kyle apartment that evening* 

“My, how serious you sounded when you said you 
had to speak with me,” said the shapely ash-blonde, 
radiant in a deliberately revealing black velveteen 
gown. She willingly followed Warren Kyle from the 
crowded, noisy confusion of the living room into die 
comparative quiet of the fourth-floor corridor* 

Warren lmew they could not talk there. He also 
knew that they would not even be missed from the 
party for a while. “I think this is a serious matter, 
Marion,” he said, leading her toward the elevator, 
"Would you mind telling me where you're taking 
us?” 

“I thought we could go for a short drive* With 
people coming and going all the time, we wont be 
missed for an hour or so ” 

The tall blonde gave him an amused, half-specula¬ 
tive look while they waited for the elevator. “Lots of 
things can be . . * talked about in an hour.” 

“We don’t really know each other very wefl, 
Marion ” Warren said slowly. “And we ought to,” He 
was still dazed. He did not know how he felt. He 
stepped into the empty elevator car after her and 
punched the button for the lobby. He had never 
completed Ins call to the garage, 
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Marion Roberts brushed against his shoulder. Her 
perfume filled his nostrils; her long, blond hair was 
sleekly waved; and the swell of her provocative 
bosoms was well displayed against the rich* black 
fabric of the low neckline, 

"That has not been my fault,” she said, giving him 
another slow, appraising half-smile. “I’m not a hard 
woman for a man to know, Warren. 

She had had enough to drink to magnify her usual 
playful mood into an obvious announcement that she 
would consider a little sex exciting—a fun-filled ad¬ 
venture to be followed wherever it led* Warren Kyle 
stared at the creamy cleavage as Marion turned di¬ 
rectly toward him in the descending elevator. 

Why not? He thought about the startling impulse 
as he led her through the gleaming lobby and the 
rear door leading to the garage. Most of the other 
tenants* cars were housed for the night and nearly 
all of the individual doors were closed over the 
stalls* 

Warren opened the garage door and located the 
light switch. “Where would we find a better place 
to talk than right in here?" he asked, turning to face 
her, 

Marion giggled and shrugged her bare shoulders, 
*71*$ your party ” 

When Warren reached up and pulled down the 
overhead door, they were closeted within the cubicle, 
He decided not to coddle her, that the best way to 
say what had to be said was to come right out with it, 

“I think your husband and my wife are having an 
affair,” he blurted, watching her pretty, slightly 
liquor-flushed face. 

Marion Roberts giggled again. “You— think ? Oh, 
come on now, darling. Of course they are. Is this 
what you lured me out here into your garage to tell 
me?” She tossed back her head and laughed. 
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Warren stared at her In disbelief. “What land of 


you?” he demanded, “It 

JOUt.” 



“Isn’t it? Do you think Bernice is Howard’s first 
escapade in adultery?” Marion Roberts gave the 
big, darkly glowering man a pitying smile. “Or that 
she’ll be his last? Wake up to this wild, wonderful 
world of ours, darling! That’s the way it is with peo¬ 
ple like us.” 

Warren resented her mocking tones and flippant 
attitude. He ran his gaze over her. She was as tall 
as Bernice and built in similar proportions through 
the hips and legs. Her breasts were smaller and 
higher—and she never hesitated to display them to 
their best advantage. Her green eyes continued to 
mock him and her sensual red lips were smiling in 
amusement as he raised his glance. 

“I've always thought of you as one of those 
sophisticated young matrons who get a charge out 
of teasing and tempting other women’s husbands,” 
Warren said coldly. “Now I see I was wrong about 
that, too. Tell me, Marion—who has been laying you 
lately?” 

She did not show any indication of being offended. 
Ins tead, she moved across the concrete garage floor 
so that her breasts were nearly touching the front of 
his coat. 

“No one—lately. I thought at first that there was 
hope for you, Warren—that you were finally showing 
a spark of manhood.” Marion laughed again. “How 
long have you been married? Something like six or 
seven years, isn’t it? Don’t you ever tire of Bernice? 
Don’t you ever want to—?” 

Her breath caught in a quick gasp as his hands 
shot out and tore down the top of her gown. He 
stripped away the wispy black mesh bra and grasped 
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her creamy white bosoms with their startling red 
nipples. 

is this what yon want?* he growled, his month 
closing on hers before she could dodge or fend off 
his sudden attack. His lips mashed down hard and 
his fingers dug deeply into the heaving flesh of her 
breasts. His insolent tongue forced entry to her 
mouth. 

At first Marion Roberts had stiffened. Suddenly she 
relaxed and her lips began to respond to his as her 
arms swept convulsively around his back, Her thighs 
pressed inward and began to move rhythmically with 
an insistence that caused Warren’s blood to surge. 

They separated and Warren unzipped her gown 
the rest of the way. Deftly Marion slid it down over 
her flanks and they stumbled toward the car. They 
flung their clothing into the front seat with reckless 
abandon, 

Marion Roberts moaned as his caressing hand 
clasped her naked* rounded hips, and his eager 
fingers began a feverish exploration of her body. 

It was sex, sweet and savage, Marion cried out with 
mounting urgency as their bodies clashed again and 
again in primitive violence. 

She shuddered, her long fingernails biting into his 
back when his final and most furious assault caused 
the floodgates of boiling passion to burst open. They 
were deluged with fiery ecstasy. 

Rut even at that wanton, wildly reckless moment, 
Warren Kyle derived no real pleasure or satisfaction 
from their throbbing lust. The panting, moaning 
blonde was merely convenience for his pent-up 
frustrations and bitterness. 

He pulled away from her limp, perspiring body 
and hurriedly began to dress, 

“Thanks,* Warren said harshly, “The next time I 
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need your services, we’ll try to find a more comfort¬ 
able place.” 

Marion sighed, reluctantly raising herself into a 
sitting position. “Hand me my undies, will you? My, 
but you play roughl” Ruefully she glanced down at 
the imprints left by his teeth and fingers. 

Warren tossed the articles of clothing that be¬ 
longed to her. Now that the brief sexual turbulence 
w< it, he did not want to even look at her. 



is doesn't change a thing,*' he said grimly. “I'm 
to have it out with Bernice tonight. She won't 



like the way I intend to handle her any better than 
you liked it" 

“Oh, but I'm not complaining, darling. You were 
a real beast ” Marion said happily, her green eyes 
glowing with admiration, “Do whatever you think 
you have to about Bernice and Howard—but don't 
forget that my, uh, services are always available." 
She secured the black lace bra and climbed from the 
back seat with her panties in her hand. 

Just then Warren reached for his shirt. In turning, 
he caught a quick glimpse of her satiny thighs as the 
sheer black briefs were slipped over her moist loins. 

“You're a real sexpot, aren't you? You can't get 
enough can you?" Warren asked, feeling a rising 
surge of contempt. “A million-dollar body coupled to 
a ten-ceot brain. What a waste " 

Marion giggled. “Oh, but you're a brutel I love it, 
Warren. Love it, love it, love it" She swayed over 
him and draped her arms around his neck. Her lips 
pressed to his and clung hotly as her scantily clad 
body nuzzled boldly against his, 

Warren chopped down with the open palm of his 
right hand. It was a stinging smite on the soft curves 
of her thinly covered buttocks and Marion cried out 
in pain, hastily springing backward. 

"‘When I want more of you. I'll let you know," he 
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said curtly. “Now get dressed—or else Ill go in alone 
and you can come back when you re ready.” 



She eyed him reproachfully 


black velveteen gown. It was mussed and rumpled. 
She shook it out, saying, “Please don't overdo these 
cave-man tactics, darling. I bruise rather easily, as 
you may have noticed.** 

“I wonder if your husband bruises easily, too. Ill 
be finding that out the first chance I get,** Warren 
Kyle said. His voice was ominously quiet and calm, 
belying the chaotic jungle of primitive, revengeful 
passions that seethed deep within him. 

No one seemed to notice when Warren Kyle and 
the petite blonde in the black gown returned to the 
noisy party. 

Warren had one drink and he was sipping another 
when he saw his wife stroll in from the terrace with 
Howard Roberts. 

The black-haired husband of the woman Warren 
had just ravished in the garage was grinning down at 
Bernice, who was looking up at him in seeming 
admiration. Gigolo, Warren thought. Goddam gigolo. 

Then Bernice's eyes encountered Warren's as he 
stood by himself at the far end of the vast and 
crowded room. She smiled at him and said something 
to Howard Roberts, The other man glanced care* 
lessly toward Warren and they began threading 
their way toward him, 

“Your wife thought you looked rather lost and 
lonely,** Howard Roberts drawled, his dark eyes 
amused, “1 told her that you've just been working so 
hard lately that you've forgotten how to relax," 

“Howard and I wondered what had become of 
you/* Bernice said. Her hand was cool and soft as 
she reached up and fondly stroked Warren s cheek. 
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"Not that I blame you if you stepped outside for a 
breath of fresh air—well have to fumigate this apart¬ 
ment to remove the odors of liquor and cigarette 
smoke.” 

"Yes, it was stuffy in here, wasn't it?” Warren 
agreed, surprised at his own calmness. This was not 
the time to raise a ruckus. Besides, what actual proof 
did he have that his wife and this smug, arrogant 
playboy were involved in a sexual affair? The phone 
conversation he had overheard a few hours earlier 
justified his suspicions, and Marion Roberts' bland, 
unruffled statement that of course everyone knew of 
the intimate relationship between Bernice and 
Howard Roberts appeared to confirm the worst. Yet, 
what he suspected and what he could prove were 
two different things. 

Howard Roberts lit a cigarette. "Really, old man, 
you should get out more. Take golf, for instance. I'm 
certain that if you gave the game a fair try, you 
would soon become an addict, too.” 

Bernice laughed softly. "I've tried to coax him into 
playing with me,” she said, smiling from Warren to 
the other man. 

Warren saw Howard Roberts" gaze drift casually 
down to the revealing cleft between Bernice’s 
bosoms. If the tall, beautiful brunette in the light 
blue gown was aware of how much ivory-curved 
flesh was exposed by the daring bodice, she was not 
concerned about it 

"I would be more than glad to play with you” 
Howard Roberts said smoothly. He grinned patron¬ 
izingly at Warren. “Golf, that is,” he said easily. 

A look passed swiftly between Roberts and Ber¬ 
nice. Warren caught it. It was a small, secretive 
smile; a look of friendly conspirators. They really 
thought they were getting away with something, 
didn’t they? Warren Kyle burned with fury. They 
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didn’t know it but their days of playing together were 
over. As long as Bernice was married to him, she 
would be his wife and not another man's mistress. 

“It's so beautiful up there at the Estabrook links/ 9 
Bernice said. She sighed, "I wish you would take 
an interest in golf, darling." 

“Its always quiet and peaceful up there," Howard 
Roberts said. “Estabrook isn't open to the random 
riff-raff you find at public courses, Marion and I 
would like to nominate you and Bernice for mem¬ 
bership. Think about it, old man, will you?” 

“Yes, please at least consider joining,” Bernice 
urged softly. She smiled up at Warren, “You do need 
some sort of recreation, darling." She crinkled her 
nose at him, “You told me yourself that most of your 
company executives play." 

Warren did not return his wife's beseeching smile. 
He finished his drink in time to place it on the tray 
of a passing waiter, hired for die occasion. “Fishing 
is more my sort of recreation," he said quietly. He 
stared from Bernice to the man beside her, “I guess 
it takes a sucker to catch a sucker." 

Howard Roberts gave him a faint, puzzled grin. 
“To each his own,” he said in his ingratiating, British- 
tinged tones. He looked around casually and noticed 
his blond wife swaying across the room toward 
them. “Ah, Marion, my darling! We’ve just been try¬ 
ing to persuade Warren to go golfing with us. Quite 
unsuccessfully, I must admit" 

Marion Roberts stood beside Bernice but close to 
Warren Kyle. Her mocking green eyes swept over 
him. “I know you would be very good at it,” she 
murmured, “Big men have powerful strokes, Warren 
darling. I just know your strokes would be strong 
and accurate." 

Warren flashed a furtive look at Bernice. She was 
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gazing around at the room filled with her guests, 
totally oblivious to Marion Roberts, 

“What I need is a vacation," Warren said, “I mean 
a real vacation/" He saw Bernice turn and look 
quickly at him. He saw the mild disapproval in her 
dark blue eyes. It was not the first time he had 
thought of getting away from the glitter and falsity, 
of shedding the hectic, frustrating burdens of the 
life he had acquired against his will when he mar¬ 
ried Bernice. 

“What I need is another drink,” Howard Roberts 
said, sauntering off toward the buffet where one of 
the caterers had exchanged empty cocktail glasses 
for freshly mixed drinks. 

“Let’s all go over there,” Marion Roberts sug¬ 
gested, slipping her hand into Warren’s arm. She 
pressed a small, firm breast against him as Bernice 
and Howard Roberts moved across the room ahead 
of them. 

Warren saw a middle-aged man lead a young and 
very drunk deb out onto the darkened terrace. He felt 
vague nausea at the sight of the man s wife, stout 
and gray-haired, who was allowing herself to be 
fondled in a dim corner of the room by a crew-cut, 
collegiate-looking young man. 

Morals were always lowered and inhibitions cas¬ 
ually discarded after sufficient liquor at one of 
these damned parties. Inwardly Warren revolted. He 
glared down into Marion Roberts" flushed, sensual 
face, 

“Cut it out,” he growled, his voice so low that only 
the provocative blonde, rubbing her sleek curves 
against him, heard, “Go find some other guy to prac¬ 
tice strokes with/" 
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Bernice hummed to herself as she sat at the bed¬ 
room vanity brushing out her long, dark brown hair. 
She wore a sheer pink chemise so transparent that, 
by the light of the twin vanity lamps, her wide, rose- 
capped breasts were revealed in seductive splendor. 
Her breasts moved in accord with the regular, grace¬ 
ful movements of her arm. She smiled into the mir¬ 
ror, noting that Warren had emerged from the con¬ 
necting bathroom, 

“I’ll turn down the bed in a minute, darling. 
Ninety, ninety one . . 

“You should be good at turning down beds by 
now.” Warren Kyle stood stiffly behind her. He wore 
his lounging robe over his pajamas. His hands were 
deep in the pockets of the robe so that their trembling 
would not be visible. 

Bernice kept on brushing. . . ninety eight, 
ninety nine, one hundred. There.” She smiled into 
the mirror as she put down the hairbrush. “I should, 
shouldn’t I?” 

“Or don’t you and Roberts bother pulling down the 
bedspread before he climbs aboard you?” 

Bemiee flinched as if he had just lashed her nude 
back with a whip rather than words. She whirled, 
jumping up from the vanity bench. “Warren!” 

“Don’t act so damn outraged!” 

“You—you must be crazy! To even think such a—I” 
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“I picked up the phone in here. I heard you talk¬ 
ing to him * 

Bernice Kyle stared incredulously at her husband. 
Her breasts rose and fell in full, angry swells beneath 
the pink mesh of the silk chemise. She shook her 
head in slow, dazed bewilderment. 

“Yes, I was talking to Howard Roberts ” she said 
with cool, deliberate scorn. “He called while you 
were in the shower. He asked about our golfing date 
for tomorrow.” 

Warren laughed his disbelief. “Nice try! How 
dumb do you think I am?” 

Call the Estabrook Country Club tomorrow morn¬ 
ing. You'll learn that I’ve spent the past three Satur¬ 
days there with Howard and Marion.” Bernice 
stalked over and yanked viciously at the lemon- 
colored chenille bedspread. 

“Look, I know Roberts well enough to know that 
it isn’t golfballs he’s interested in putting into holes!” 

Her patrician nose crinkled with disgust. "Must 
you be so—vulgar?” 

“A hole is a hole. Don’t try to put me on the de¬ 
fensive. It won’t work this time.” 

Bernice’s dark blue eyes hashed scathingly. “I won't 
be talked to like this!” She spun and stormed toward 
the door of their bedroom but Warren intercepted 
her with three swift strides and blocked the doorway. 

"You’ll stay and listen until I’m finished!” he 
shouted, seizing her shoulders. “You know as well as 
I do what sort of a chaser that bastard is!” 

“Howard always flirts with every woman!” 

“I heard you laugh and tell him not to be so 
naughty over the telephone—and you called him 
darling!” 

“I told him no gentleman talks to a lady about 
paying the greens fee! And those words of endear¬ 
ment you’re so blindly jealous of don’t mean a thing 
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In our set—and yon know it!” Bernice tried to force 
his hands away from her shoulders and the silken 
sash holding her pink chemise together fell open. 

“Are you trying to tell me you haven’t been having 
an affair with Howard Roberts?” Warren gave Ber- 
nice a shove that sent her stumbling backward to fall 
across the bed. “I heard that bit about his attending 
to you while I attended to business at the office! How 
much clearer could it be that the two of you have 
been shacking up somewhere together every damned 
Saturday IVe had to work this last month?” 

“Talk! All there has ever been between me and 
any other man has been nothing but mildly flirtatious 
conversation!” 

Bernice tried to rise from the mattress but by then 
Warren was bending over her. His hands shed the 
wispy chemise from her breasts and then his fingers 
hooked into the elastic top of her white briefs. She 
looked angrily at the sudden surprise etched on his 
face* 

“You're telling the truth about that, at least.” War¬ 
ren straightened so that she could squirm into a 
sitting position. 

“I haven’t lied to you. Not about anything” Ber¬ 
nice said shakily, her eyes dimmed by glistening 
tears as she stubbornly resisted the sobs catching 
in her throat. She sat on the edge of the bed and re¬ 
garded him with hurt accusation, “Marion Roberts 
was with her husband every single minute during 
those Saturdays, I—I wanted to learn how to play 
golf. Since you d-don’t play, when Howard offered 
t-to teach me, I—” 

She could not continue. She rushed from the bed 
and fled past him into the bathroom. The door 
slammed and locked, leaving Warren Kyle staring 
dully at the closed panel 

Bernice was telling the truth. He knew that just 
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*s he lmew now that the sexy, always-provocative 
blonde had deliberately poured fuel on the smoulder¬ 
ing flames of his suspicions. Marion Roberts had 
known perfectly well that her husband and Bernice 
were not lovers. She had lied, pretending that every¬ 
one except him had known about the supposed af¬ 
fair. 

Warren groaned aloud. He buried his face in his 
hands, his fingers pressing hard to his aching temples. 
What had he done? He should have realized that the 
teasing, suggestive conversation he had overheard 
was not in itself proof of his wife’s infidelity. All of the 
couples in the spirited, sophisticated clan that had 
trooped m and out of the apartment that evening 
considered it natural to flirt and indulge in ribald 
give-and-take. There was always a certain amount 
of open necking and light petting apt to transpire 
between friendly couples after enough liquor had 
been consumed. It was the same sort of harmless, 
impulsive thing that occurred at office parties during 
the holidays. 

It was very still in the locked bathroom. Warren 
remembered, now that it was too late, that Bernice 
had once mentioned something about taking up golf. 
Most of the women with whom she played afternoon 
bridge were also interested in golfi How could he 
have been so stupid, so blind? 

He removed his robe and got into bed. It was 
fifteen minutes later when Bernice left the bathroom 
and turned off the bedroom lights before walking 
across the room to stand at the darkened windows. 

"I’m sorry, honey—sorrier than you know,” War¬ 
ren said awkwardly. He left the bed and joined her 
at the window. She did not look at him, 

“Wounds like this take time to heal,” Bernice said 
quietly, her voice taut with resentment. “And please 
don’t touch me,” she protested when his hands went 
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to her shoulders. He dropped them to his sides, 
“There won't be any more golfing sessions with 
Howard Roberts. I’ve lost all interest in the game.” 

Warren was silently grateful. If his beautiful young 
wife even suspected the passionate game he had 
played with Marion Roberts less than three hours 
ago, it might be a wound to their marriage that 
would never heal. 
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The warm, humid heat that had come to the city of 
Milwaukee with August waned into colorful coolness 
as September became early October. 

Warren Kyle still had not taken his two weeks of 
vacation. When he had first been transferred to the 
Milwaukee branch of the Malbera Metals Corpora¬ 
tion, the promotion to office manager had been 
described to him by the top executives at the home 
office in Cleveland, Ohio, as a stepping-stone upward. 
After he had become thoroughly familiar with the 
Milwaukee operation, he was to become assistant 
general manager, 

A considerable hike in pay went along with the 
title. It was this promise of a future promotion that 
had convinced Bernice. She had urged him to take 
the opportunity and so they had moved. 

Now, seated at his desk on a pleasant, sunny 
Thursday afternoon, Warren stared out the door at 
Arthur Quandt and Brad Gorman as they walked 
through the busy office on their way back to the 
general manager's office. He looked at his watch. 
Nearly three o'clock. They had gone out for lunch 
together almost two hours previously. Something was 
in the wind. 

The same statuesque type of blonde that Larry had 
ogled the Friday afternoon he left came through the 
doorway to Warren s office with some correspondence 
for his inspection and signature. 
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Warren could not help but inspect Karen Vincent 
closely. She wore a clinging, blue jersey dress. One 
brave button was responsible for confining her robust 
bosom within the soft blue fabric and, as the attrac¬ 
tive young typist leaned across the desk to place 
the sheaf of letters and envelopes in front of him, 
Warren found his eyes riveted on her deep, shadowy 
cleavage. 

“Shall I wait while you run through those letters, 
Mr. Kyle?” Karen Vincent smiled. Her cheeks 
dimpled and her red lips were moist. 

Warren had not been able to overcome Bernice’s 
cool restraint since that stormy night when he had 
accused her of a betrayal of which he himself was 
guilty. Physically she accepted him with passive sub¬ 
missiveness; then, she would calmly arise and go into 
the bathroom as if anxious to cleanse her body of 
him. 

‘Til sign these now,” Warren said. He grinned at 
her. “Please sit down and be comfortable while you’re 
waiting. Would you care for a smoke while you’re 
in here, Karen?” 

She shook her head but slipped lithely into the 
cushioned chair beside the desk. She crossed her 
long, slim legs with a silken whisper of rubbing 
nylon that further piqued his mounting awareness 
of her. She had been increasingly friendly ever since 
he hired her. 

“Mr. Gorman has asked for me as his personal 
secretary,” Karen Vincent said, idly kicking her 
crossed foot in slow, careless arcs. 

Warren glanced up, pen poised above the first 
letter the pretty typist had transcribed. His gaze 
could not miss the ruffled lace hem of her pink slip— 
nor the six inches of ivory skin visible above her knee. 

“Oh? What will Brad Gorman do with a secretary? 
He has been here for only a few weeks. I didn’t think 
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his job would rate him a secretary for several months. 
At least, that’s what the understanding was when he 
was brought in to fiU Larry Richert’s spot.” Warren 
temporarily forgot Karen. He never had taken to the 
flashy, smooth-mannered, young executive trans¬ 
ferred from the Minneapolis office. Brad Gorman 
was too much the glib, glad-handing type of young 
man to suit Warren Kyle’s taste. 

Karen Vincent’s knowing blue eyes met his. “I 
thought this might be news for you, Mr. Kyle,” she 
said thoughtfully. “Brad—Mr. Gorman—has been 
pestering me for dates. The last time he stopped at 
my desk, he winked and hinted that if I went out 
with him tonight, he might have some kind of good 
news for me.” 

Warren lowered his eyes to the letter he was to 
sign. He recalled that Brad Gorman was one of 
several dozen junior executives presently engaged in 
the corporation’s training program. He had been 
functioning as an assistant credit manager up at the 
Minneapolis branch office before he was temporarily 
assigned to fill the position gap of accounts payable 
supervisor vacated by Larry Richert. 

So now, after less than six weeks, the husky ex- 
collegiate fullback was obviously gunning for a 
permanent berth. Not just any old job. Brad Gorman 
was shooting for the assistant general manager’s slot. 
Arthur Quandt was susceptible to the young man’s 
respectful awe and admiration. There was always 
room at the top—if a guy didn’t mind climbing over 
everyone else to get there. And Brad Gorman would 
not mind a bit. 

After the correspondence was signed, Warren gave 
Karen Vincent the batch of letters. “You would make 
a good secretary," he said. “One way or another, I 
hope you get the chance.” 

“One way or another, I will ” The pretty young 
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blonde smiled as their fingers touched in the ex¬ 
change of letters. “Thank you, Mr. Kyle/ She turned 
and Warren watched the supple swaying of her 
rounded hips as she left his office. , 

He sat down again. He had another headache and 
his stomach was jumpy again. These symptoms re¬ 
curred lately with increasing frequency. Warren 
stared down at his appointment pad* He was due at 
the Lake Lawn Clinic in another forty minutes for 
his semi-annual check-up. 

The telephone buzzed. Warren picked up the re¬ 
ceiver and punched the inter-com button. He was 
informed that his wife was waiting to talk with him 
on line three. He thanked the receptionist and 
punched that button. 

Bernice said hello and then, “I know how busy 
you are so I won’t clutter up your schedule with 
small talk, Warren. I called to tell you that I wont 
be home tonight. Mother is here with me now. She 
asked if I would drive back to Lake Geneva with her 
and help out for a day or two. She and Father intend 
to redecorate the house. Mother is helpless when it 

comes to colors, you know. 

Warren was not being asked. He was being told. 
There was little he could say other than, “Want me 
to drive down after work tomorrow and bring you 
back?” 

“Yes, that's how I thought we could work it, War¬ 
ren.” 

“All right. Bernice?” 

“Yes?* 

“I don’t want to wait until December or January 
for our vacation.’ 

“We can talk about it later. I’ll have to get started 

now, Warren.” , . 

It was her discreet way of tabling any talk about 
changing vacation dates. Bernice wanted to go to 
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Bermuda during the winter. Several other couples 
they loiew were going. It was the thing to do. Vaca¬ 
tions in Bermuda were very much in style. 

“Sure. We can talk about it later. Goodbye, Ber- 
m ^ e > Warren muttered. 

T 'Tj U w., t ? ke , y ? Ur dinner out t 0 I >ight, won’t you? 
I told Mildred she wouldn’t have to come in until 
next week.” 

Yes, that will be fine.” Warren closed his eyes 
against the dull pain pressing against his temples. 

Mother asked me to tell you that we’ll be expect¬ 
ing you for dinner tomorrow evening. We may as 
well stay over and drive back Saturday morning," 
“Yes, Bernice,” Warren said wearily. “Goodbye. 
Have a nice time,” he repeated. 

Goodbye, darling.” 

W arren replaced the receiver. What a meaningless 
word Darling. It didn't mean a thing. What did? 
Somehow nothing really meant anything any more. 
He left his desk and walked into the general office. 

, °' le „ of the gh'h working an electric calculator in 
the billing department glanced around as Warren 
Kyle approached. “I can’t seem to get this machine 
cleared,” she said, flashing the tall, good-looking 
office manager a helpless smile. 

Warren moved in to stand beside her chair. “Did 
you try this, Louise? He pressed the clearing lever 
at the same time his other hand depressed the total 
button. The calculator whirred busily and the num¬ 
erals flashed, then disappeared from the board of 
the big machine. 

He grinned in response to the girl’s smile of thanks 
and moved on through the office. He paused in the 
corner near the windows where the accounts payable 
desk was located. He glanced down at the Manila 
file folders containing invoices which were to be 
checked and processed for payment. He had already 
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spoken to Brad Gorman twice about loss of discounts 
for tardy payments. With the tremendous volume of 
purchases, the one per cent discount-allowed by 
most suppliers for prompt payment of accounts- 
amounted to a considerable sum of money by the 

end of the year. _ , . , , 

Warren turned aroimd and stared at the closed 

office door. Arthur Quandt and Brad Go ™ an 
still closeted in the general managers office. What 

W! Rethought about what Karen Vincent had told 
him. He and the stocky, crisp-mannered older execu¬ 
tive were neither friends nor enemies. Their relation¬ 
ship was smooth and well-coordinated at work. After 
office hours each man forgot the other and went his 

own way. T „ 

Would Quandt dare to promote the newer ma 

over his head? Warren Kyle stood there troubled 
by the question. He did not think it could happen. 
That would be too raw, too obvious. More there 
would be criticism from the home office if a fledgling 
executive was suddenly popped into the second-rank- 

Warren turned and walked through the general 
office and into the vast, well-arranged efficiency of 
men and machines superintended by gaunt, weather¬ 
beaten Ira Beckman. The iron-haired man wearing 
a grey twill shopcoat over his white shut and flannel 
slacks came out of the glass-enclosed plant office as 

W up front these days?” In, Becbnan 

queried, grinning amiably at the taller man. I 
haven’t seen much of you this week, Warren. 
“You’ve had other company.” 

Ira Beckman grimaced. il Yeah. The boy genius 
really made a hit with the old man this morning 
when they rambled out here.” 
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Yeah. Seems Gorman overheard one of the fore- 
men sajong s °methm g about moving another turret 
hfe mto the tool room. He jumped on that and 
made it sound as If it was his own brilliant brain- 
storm. Arthur lapped it up.” 

Warren nodded. “Thats when you should have 
lowered the boom, Ira.” 

„» 1 st arted saying that we had been talking 

about shifting one of the idle lathes from the produc- 
tion lme mto the tool room to relieve the bind of 
getting jigs and fixtures made up. The old man 

t0 t me ” Beckman snorted, 
shaking his head. By then the fair-haired whiz kid 
was asking Arthur another question, giving Art a 
chance to show off his superior knowledge ” The 
ve eran machinist looked as if he wanted to spit out 
something sour. r 

! aid ’ " Did y° u & et a chance to say any- 
tiung about needing another man in production con- 

short^mS ?^ 16 the *° b r0utin § s now that we re on 

Hie older man sighed, nodding his head. “Yeah I 
mentioned that earlier this week ” 

“And?" 

_ And I have a hunch Gorman torpedoed that. The 
old man told me he would think about it. The next 
day him and his pet puppy dog came trotting back 
out here and said we weren’t hiring any more non- 
producfcton personnel.” Ira Beckman made a wry 
tace. The old economy bit; pinch a penny and lose 
a buck for every penny saved. I need another guy for 
expediting. He would more than pay his own way 

cSLes^usy ^ 8 ° Ut ° D 111116 hccpkg the ma- 

Warren clapped his friend on the shoulder and 
turned to leave the shop. “See you tomorrow, Ira. 
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I’ve got an appointment for my medical check-up.” 

“I was in last month. Say, wait until you see that 
brunette in that nurse’s outfitl” The plant superin¬ 
tendent grinned wolfishly across his shoulder a t War¬ 
ren. “Don’t worry if your blood pressure reads high 
after you glom onto them there curvesl” 

Arthur Quandt was in the doorway of Warren’s of¬ 
fice, obviously looking for him, when Warren re¬ 
turned. The stout, thin-haired man smiled as Warren 

ave a few minutes to talk?” 
about the appointment at the 
clinic and added, “That shouldn’t take more than an 
hour, Arthur. I can come back here afterward if you 
like.” 

“No, you go on. Well get together first thing in 
the morning.” 

“Fine. I’ll see you then,” Warren said, closing and 
locking his office door as Arthur Quandt walked 
back toward his own private domain. 

On the drive across tbe city to the newly con¬ 
structed medical center just off Lake Michigan, War¬ 
ren Kyle almost ran the Buick into the rear of an¬ 
other car at a traffic signal. His mind was not be¬ 
having as it should. It was sluggish in its responses 
and unwilling to focus on his current problems. 

Instead, Warren found his thoughts drifting to the 
small-town photography studio a hundred miles from 
Cleveland, Ohio. He had learned that the business 
was for sale shortly after he had received his honor¬ 
able discharge from the army. The widow of the 
photographer had been willing to let him buy the 
business, building and equipment with a very low 
down payment, paying the balance in regular, 
moderate installments. 

That was almost seven years ago and the date 
nearly coincided with the time he had attended a 
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approached. 

"Busy or do you 1 
Warren told him 



party and met Bernice, She had been visiting friends 
in Cleveland. They married less than three months 
later and he had forsaken a career as a small-town 
photographer for the hustle and drive of a better¬ 
paying job in industry. 

Now here he was , . . still dragging down pay- 
checks embellished with the Malbem Metals Cor¬ 
poration imprint. The checks were larger. Oh, yes. 
He had made good at the job. Much credit belonged 
to Bernice for his success. What was it someone once 
said about a woman being behind every successful 
man, giving his progress a gentle, inspiring push every 
time he faltered? 

Warren parked beside the low-roofed, rambling 
clinic building. He stared at the blush of sunlight on 
the glistening blue waters of the lake beyond. This 
was success? This was happiness? 

Feeling incredibly old and tired, Warren Kyle 
got out of the car and walked into the modem, 
multi-windowed medical center. 
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The brunette nurse’s name was displayed on the 
desk sign. Warren had noted it when he arrived 
nearly an hour earlier. Mrs. Irene Evans smiled at 
him inquiringly from her crouched position at a fawn- 
colored filing cabinet near her reception desk. 

“I’ll be right with you, Mr. Kyle.” 

“Take your time. No hurry.” He could not help but 
admire the shapely curve of her thighs. In her 
squatting position, her tailored white skirt was pulled 
taut across her buttocks and hips as she replaced a 
manila file folder and closed the bottom file-drawer. 

The skirt fell easily into place as she arose and 
walked back toward her desk. Her dark-brown hair 
was becomingly set in short clusters of curls. She 
was adequately endowed in the bust department, too. 
Warren figured her for thirty-eight, twenty-six, thirty- 
seven on a graceful five-foot-six chassis. Ira Beckman 
was right. Irene Evans was definitely an asset to any 
office. 

"Dr. Charles would like to see you again nett 
Thursday, if that’s convenient for you, Mr. Kyle” 
she said, leafing through her appointment book. 

Warren nodded. “If the time is open, I would pre¬ 
fer to come in at five o’clock instead of four next 
week,” he said quietly. 

Mrs. Evans pursed her lovely lips. “He has an 
appointment at half-past four. Could you come at 
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five-fifteen?” She raised her head for his answer, 
smiling up at him. 

“That sounds good.” 

“You’ll be our last patient, then 
“That sounds very grim.” 

Irene Evans laughed. “For the day, that is.” Her 
dark brown eyes sparkled with laughter. 

Warren glanced at his watch. “It’s almost five now. 
By next week at this time, It will be even darker.” 

"Yes, the days always seem to crowd together 
when summer ends, don’t they?” She laughed softly 
again. “It’s either that we’re getting old or this 
crazy, mixed-up world of ours keeps spinning faster 
and faster on its axis.” 

She certainly was not old. Perhaps his age. At 
most, two or three years older. Possibly that "much 
younger. It was difficult to guess a beautiful woman’s 
number of birthdays. Anyway, Irene Evans's other 
statistics were more pleasant to contemplate. 

Warren said, You must get lots of beat-up males 
like me in here every day. Tired blood, tired every- 
thing.” He grinned. “Right now I feel old enough to 
be your grandfather.” 

“Executive battle-fatigue. That’s what Dr. Charles 
calls it, ^ said the nurse. Slowly her smile became 
serious. I think he probably told you the best cure 
didn't he?” 

He did. I do have a vacation due but my wife 
wants us to wait until winter.” 

Irene Evans closed her appointment book after 
jotting down his name. She looked up at him again. 
“Even a long weekend helps, sometimes.” 

Warren nodded. “Sometimes. It depends on how 
its spent. He thought of the prospect of staying in 
Lake Geneva with Bernice and her parents. His 
father-in-law was not a bad sort of person—slightly 
wishy-washy and considerably bossed by both "wife 
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and daughter. Bernice and her mother were two of 
a kind. They both liked to put on airs and run the 

S ^°Those x-rays the doctor took will be back from 
the lab and he’ll have a report for you by next week 
said Irene Evans. It was then that Warren first 
noticed her hands as she propped them under her 
pointed chin and regarded him across the reception 
counter. She was not wearing a wedding ring. 

“Would you care to venture a guess on what per¬ 
centage of men with high-pressure office jobs come 
in here thinking they have ulcers?” Warren asked, 
grinning again. “What does your husband do for a 
living? I hope for your sake that he isnt m the 
glorified pencil-pusher class. 

Irene Evans smiled. “Ulcers in one form or another 
are more common than most people realize. Even 
housewives have them. My husband and I were 
divorced a year ago,” she quietly added. Her smi e 
faded slightly, and briefly her dark eyes reflected an 
inner hurt; then the flicker of emotion was gone and 
her lips gained the full scope of her smile again. 

Warren started to move away from the desk 
toward the clinic entrance. “I’m keeping you from 
your work. I'll see you a week from today at a quar¬ 
ter past five ” he said. . . 

The shapely nurse nodded, watching him leave. 
“Goodbye, Mr. Kyle. I wish you a nice, restful week- 

end M 

“Thanks. I wish you the same. Goodbye. Warren 
pushed outside through the glass door. It was cooler 
The distant surface of Lake Michigan resembled 
molten lava as the declining, golden-red rays of sun¬ 
light touched the water. 

Warren stood beside the car and watched an ore 
freighter cruise far out amid the hazy expanse. He 
debated whether to return to the office or retreat 
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to some bar and grill immediately. He went back to 
the office. Not because he wanted to, but since he 
would be alone all evening, he decided he might as 

weU take some work home and thus loll the "quiet 
hours. ^ 

Warren did not expect to see anyone at Malbem 
Metals. The plant closed at four o’clock and the office 
force swarmed from the building a half-hour later, so, 
what with bucking the home-bound rush-hour traffic, 
** was a ^ ter before he parked his car before the 
office building. He unlocked the door and started 
across the shadowy general office, thinking himself 
alone in the silent building. 

He was wrong. As he moved quietly toward the 
locked door of his office, Warren heard the subdued 
murmur of men's voices. He frowned, turning to look 
officr P artia ^ °P en door of the general manager’s 

_ * ” tomorrow. He’ll be placated by that fifty-dollar 
raise. It was Arthur Quandt s crisp, decisive voice 
Warren stopped with his key poised inches from 
Hie lock on his door. He had not intended to eaves¬ 
drop. He frowned as the thought of another unin¬ 
tentional intrusion flashed vividly through his mind 
He remembered what had happened when he had 
picked up the extension phone at home and over¬ 
heard his wife talking with Howard Roberts. 

Then Warren heard the smooth, forceful voice of 
Brad Gorman. “Have you given any thought to tell¬ 
ing him to take over accounts payable, Arthur? As 
!ong as you’re hiking his salary, he shouldn’t mind 
a little more work.” 

Why, no. No, I thought you should bang onto 
that work—for a while, at least,” 

“Oh. WeU, whatever you say.” 

"Warren will wind up with it eventually. After 
you ve been my assistant for a few months, we can 
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slide into the transfer of your work load. We’ll do it 
gradually, though." 

Warren Kyle knew there was not any misunder¬ 
standing of what was being said. Not this time. He 
had returned to the office just in time to hear his 
long-promised promotion being casually scuttled! 

Brad Gorman laughed. Warren heard the clink of 
glasses as they were touched together. “Here’s to 
you, Arthur. I know I’m going to learn a lot, working 
for you." 

"With me, Brad. Here’s also to my new administra¬ 
tive assistant.” 

When Warren heard Arthur Quandt use the new 
title, he knew exactly how they intended to promote 
Brad Gorman over his head. Instead of giving War¬ 
ren the job and title of assistant general manager, 
Arthur Quandt was retaining Brad Gorman at the 
Milwaukee branch. He would send a memo to the 
home office saying that he had decided that what 
he needed was a younger man, one who could relieve 
him of minor trivialities and lesser executive func¬ 
tions, rather than another seasoned executive to 
share in the actual management of the plant. 

It was good. The home office would read the 
branch managers recommendations and note that a 
fifty-buck-per-month salary increase had also been 
awarded Mr. Warren Kyle, who was doing an excel¬ 
lent job of running the office. They would blindly 
approve of Arthur Quandt’s skillful manipulations 
without qualms or questions. 

Warren lowered the key in his hand. He turned 
around and walked out of the office. Some men would 
have gone charging in for an immediate showdown. 
Others would nave shrugged it off and convinced 
themselves that the raise in lieu of a promotion was 
sufficient salve for their egos. 

He drove away from the building. He was not 
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hungry. He wound his way slowly through the dusky 
streets to the apartment building in Estabrook Park, 
What he needed was a drink. No, that wasn’t right. 
Not just a drink. Lots of drinks. If that gnawing in 
his guts was an ulcer, it might as well fry in alcohol. 
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Dr. Ralph Charles lit a cigarette while Warren 
was dressing. “How much do you earn, Mr. Kyle? 
Fifteen thousand? Twelve?” 

“Not quite twelve,” Warren said, buttoning his 
shirt. 

“And how much are you prepared to spend on 
medical bills during the next—oh, say twenty years? 3 ’ 

Warren wondered vaguely what the tall, gray- 
thatched physician was leading up to. “I haven’t been 
sick—not really sick—since I was a youngster. Time 
is catching up with me now. That’s what you’re say¬ 
ing, isn't it?” 

“You have the beginnings of an ulcer. Nothing at 
all serious yet.” 

“Occupational disease.” 

Dr. Charles shook his head. “Not at all. Fve known 
men in industry who are twice your age, men who 
probably work under much greater pressures and 
demands than you do, Mr. Kyle. They don’t get 
ulcers.” 

“That doesn’t explain these headaches I keep hav- 
• » 
mg. 

“Yes, in a way it does. You also have the first 
warning stages of migraine,” quietly advised the 
older man. “Again, nothing too serious now. But un¬ 
less you do something to reduce the factors contribut¬ 
ing to these disorders, I can tell you right now that 
inside of a year those medical bills I mentioned are 
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going to mount considerably—along with your 
dietary problems.” 

Warren sat down in the chair the doctor motioned 
him into. He listened for the Dext fifteen minutes. 
He was grateful that the spare, thoughtful man be¬ 
hind the desk did not lapse into highly technical 
jargon or attempt to sugar-coat his findings. 

When Warren finally left the examining room at 
the clinic, he clearly understood the diagnosis result¬ 
ing from the check-up. And he guessed he knew 
both the cause and the cure. He had not gone into 
his personal life. Neither had Dr. Charles pried. 
Enough had been said without delving into the 
subject. 

Irene Evans was just slipping the cloth cover over 
her typewriter when Warren returned to the recep¬ 
tion desk. She smiled at him. 

“No more appointments?” 

Warren shook his head. “Not now.” He recalled 
what he had been told. “But you might tentatively 
schedule me for another gastrointestinal series of 
X-rays in six months—if I make it that long between 
visits.” 

“It can’t be as bad as all that.” 

“Thanks. You sound very reassuring and profes¬ 
sional.” 

She arose from behind her desk. “I’m sorry.” 

Warren grinned an apology of his own. “Don’t be. 
You must get ear-weary of listening to whining 
patients.” 

“You weren’t whining. You do look concerned. A 
nurse isn’t supposed to indulge in discussions with 
patients about their cases but I would like to say that 
I agree with the doctor. What you need most right 
now is a change. Can’t you get off somewhere—just 
you and your wife?” Irene Evans walked over to the 
coat rack and removed her coat. 
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Warren took the coat from her, holding it for her 
to slip into, “Mrs. Kyle vetoed the idea of an earlier 
vacation,” 

“You haven’t told her about your visits here, have 
you?” She turned, smiling at him, “No, I can see you 
haven’t. Like most men, you have that masculine 
aversion to admitting to anyone, particularly to your 
wife, that you’re human enough to become ill or 
overly tired ” 

“Do you have your car here? If not. I’ll be glad to 
drive you home,” Warren watched her go to the 
doorway of Dr, Charles’ office and call in a soft, 
pleasant good night. She walked back toward him. 
“I’m not going directly home. I usually do my 
shopping on Thursday evenings. Thanks, anyway * 

They walked out of the building together. Al¬ 
though it was not yet six-thirty, the sky was dark and 
they could see lights reflected along the shoreline 
of Lake Michigan. 

“Let me drive you there ” Warren said wdien Irene 
Evans would have smiled her farewell and continued 
walking. “Where do you do your shopping? At that 
shopping center a few blocks north of here?” 

She nodded, “It’s only a hop, skip and a jump from 
home for me, I enjoy walking.” 

Warren recognized the polite brash-off women 
give men when they are not interested in furthering 
a relationship. Ordinarily he would have grinned 
good-naturedly, said goodbye and driven away with¬ 
out giving her another thought. 

But Bernice would not be home. She had phoned 
again just as she had last week. This time it was a 
late appointment with her hairdresser, after which 
she intended to pay a social call on a girl friend. 

“Suppose I drive us over to the steak house first 
a few blocks beyond the shopping center?” Warren 
grinned w f hen she turned to look at him. “You do 
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have to eat some time, you know. So do I. Then you 
can walk back if you prefer.” 

“It sounds as if you re faced with a lonely evening 
and want someone to help shorten it for you. Your 
wife isn't home?” 

Warren shook his head. “Call it out-patient 
therapy, if you like. Your fee for sendees rendered 
will be a thick, juicy steak.” 

She laughed. “And a cocktail?” 

“Absolutely” 

“Sold! Ive always wanted to try the food at Han- 
negans but XVe never quite dared,” Irene Evans 
said, retracing her steps. “It looks so expensive.” She 
gestured at the white uniform beneath her coat. 
“Are you certain they won't mind if you walk in with 
a poor working girl?” 

Warren laughed this time. He opened the car door 
for her. “They'll probably think I'm a doctor. I've 
never been in there before either ” Watching her slip 
into the front seat, he noticed that her legs were 
as nicely proportioned as the rest of her figure. 

She smiled at him when he got behind the wheel. 
“You may regret this. You'll discover that working 
girls eat like—like working girls!” 

It turned out that Hannegans Steak House was un¬ 
crowded and relatively inexpensive despite its at¬ 
tractive decor and excellent food. Warren was relaxed 
and content to remain m the comfortable, green- 
leather booth for as long as his beautiful companion 
cared to linger over their second round of after- 
dinner martinis. 

They were on a first-name basis by then. Warren 
realized that he was doing most of the talking. The 
quiet, intelligent brunette seated opposite him was 
an attentive listener. She seemed not only interested 
but sympathetic when he told her about the play of 
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office politics that saw Brad Gorman bump him out 
of a promotion. 

“You don't sound too displeased,” Irene said. Her 
dark eyes studied his face for a moment. “That con¬ 
firms what Dr. Charles suspects—that you're another 
chained man.” 

Warren's eyebrows lifted. “Chained? Oh, you mean 
to a job*” 

“Yes* Am I wrong?” 

He shook his head and stared moodily down into 
his drink. “Tm the one who's wrong. I should have 
jumped the traces years ago.” 

“What do you want to <io, Warren? What would 
you do if you were free?” 

He told her about the small-town studio he had 
nearly bought. “I would probably have lost my shirt ” 
he said wryly. He grinned across the booth at her. 
“There was another man at the office who also had 
an idea he preferred small-town independence to big- 
city conformity.” He told her about Larry Richert. 

“You envy him though, don't you?” Irene observed 
quietly when he finished. “Tm not normally a rabble- 
rouser or a crusader, Warren. I don't tell other people 
how to conduct their lives , . She accepted the 
cigarette he preferred across the table and thanked 
him with a smile. . , not when Fve made so many 
mistakes with my own thirty-odd years.” 

Warren lit their cigarettes. “I know I probably 
shouldn't ask this,” he said. “You can chop me down 
if you think I m out of line for asking.” 

“About my marriage?” 

He nodded. 

“There isn't much to tell. Andy Evans and I had 
been married for three years when the end came for 
us,” Irene said lightly, trying to hide the hurt in her 
eyes. “He was a pilot for one of the major airlines— 
until I persuaded him to accept an important desk 
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job so we would have more time together, I didn't 
think of what he wanted, Warren. My selfishness cost 
us our marriage. Now Andy is flying again * , * her 
smile crept inward, * . . and he has a new co-pilot. 
She's a lovely blonde with enough sense to let him 
steer his own course.” 

Warren looked at her. His respect for Irene Evans 
increased. Not many women would so candidly admit 
their marital mistakes. Not many men, either. His 
gaze took in the rich curves of her breasts beneath 
the white nylon taffeta uniform. She was a damn de¬ 
sirable female and she was emotionally honest to 
boot, A rare combination. 

‘Tin thinking of quitting my job,” Warren said. He 
had not known he was going to say that—not until 
the words were blurted out. “It isn't a new thought 
It isn't something III do as a spur-of-the-moment 
whim” 

“You don't let your impulses run away with you,” 
Irene said. She raised her martini and her dark eyes 
regarded him thoughtfully over the rim, “Mavbe 
you ve gone to the other extreme. There is such a 
thing as holding your emotions too tightly in check.” 

He nodded, “One thing Tvedefinitely decided. Im 
taking that vacation. Now, Tomorrow morning I’m 
going to go in and tell Arthur Quandt Tve changed 
my plans,” 

“Good for you. That's what I started to say when 
we got off on the tangent about my errors in living, 
I intended to advise you to talk with your wife again, 
Warren. Explain to her that you have to get away 
and recover your perspective—before it's too late ” 

She finished her martini while Warren snubbed 
out his cigarette. They left the booth and he helped 
her with her coat again. 

Outside, standing on the sidewalk not far from 
where he had parked the car, Warren turned to look 
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at the tall, darkly lovely girl. “Can’t I drive you to 
the shopping center before I head for home?” 

Irene Evans smiled, shaking her head. “I want to 
walk off some of those surplus calories before they 
turn into extra pounds. Good night, Warren. I hope 
you’ll stick by your guns.” 

He did not like to see their pleasant and helpful 
interlude end. “Don’t be surprised if I drop by one 
of these Thursday evenings to let you know if those 
rusty old guns can still be fired.” 

Better yet—send me a postcard when you go off 
on that vacation,” Irene Evans called hack to him. 
Thanks again for the dinner and the drinks. Good¬ 
bye, Warren.” 

Goodbye, Irene,” He stood beside the car, watch¬ 
ing her go down the street. She thought he was just 
another lost husband who would lose his new-found 
bravery as soon as his wife put her foot down on his 
plans; that she had done her duty to humanity by 
providing companionship for what otherwise would 
have been a lonely dinner for him; and that now it 
was all over. 

Maybe it was. Warren got in the car and drove 
away from the steak house. Irene Evans did not ex¬ 
pect a picture postcard from some vacation resort 
any more than she thought he would ever give up 
his career. 

Bernice would be even more dubious if he an¬ 
nounced such an intention. He had grumbled about 
the shallow emptiness of their existence many times. 
She had always blithely ignored his threats'to quit 
his job. When his mood had been darker than usual, 
all Bernice had to do was to press her gorgeous body 
to his and tempt him into a different mood. Sex had 
always been her effective tranquilizer for him. 

Warren was still up when his wife entered the 
darkened apartment. It was considerably past ten- 
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thirty. After she switched on the floor lamps in the 
living room, she saw him standing at the windows, 
fully clothed. She crossed the thick luxury of the rug 
toward him and slipped off her coat. 

“How do you like my hair?” Bernice asked, turn¬ 
ing her head so that he could see the back of her 
softly waved hair. “Gail and Helen thought that it 
makes me look younger—like a demure version of 
Elizabeth Taylor.” 

Warren stared at her. “I’m taking my vacation 
starting this Saturday,” he said firmly. “Your hair 
looks very nice. You can pack for us tomorrow.” 
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Her smile faltered but only for a moment. Bernice 
turned away from him and walked over to the closet 
to hang up her coat. 

“You re joking, of course. You know that our reser¬ 
vations for the Bermuda cruise early in January were 


confirmed last week." 

Warren stood with his back to the dark windows. 
His eyes followed her movements. “No. I’m not jok¬ 
ing, We can cancel those reservations.” 

“That’s impossible, Warren." 

“Why?” 

“Because—-well, because it is.” She closed the 


closet door and stared unsmilingly across the living 
room at him. She wore a navy-blue knitted dress 
that clung closely to the rounded curves of her figure. 
Bernice was slightly taller than Irene Evans and at 
least as full across the bust and hips. Her new hair 
style was becoming—and so was her smile as she 
slowly crossed the shadowy room toward him. 

“I’m going, Bernice. With or without you.” 

She turned around. “Unzip me, will you please, 
darling?” 

It was starting again. Warren dutifully pulled 
down the back zipper. Her flesh was soft and warm. 
The subtle, enticing scent of perfume drifted pro- 
vokingly into his nostrils. 

“There’s a lot I have to think through. I can’t do it 
here. I must get away on vacation now, right now. 
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I’m going Saturday, Bernice.” Warren was aware of 
the fact that he was repeating himself. He knew that 
his shrewd wife was letting him talk himself out— 
that she was already thinking rapidly ahead of him, 
devising ways to gently placate this newest rebellion. 

She leaned backward and tilted her head, “Do you 
think I look like Elizabeth Taylor?” 

Her posture thrust her breasts against the con¬ 
fines of her dark blue slip and bra—just as she in¬ 
tended it would after the knitted dress had been 
loosened and allowed to gape open. 

Warren moved away from her. He walked across 
the living room, peeling off his jacket. “I’ve already 
phoned lor reservations at the Northern Lights Re¬ 
sort near Minoqua. Larry Richert told me about the 
place. It sounds like we’ll have things pretty much 
to ourselves. The man I talked with up there tonight 
told me that.” 

Bernice followed him into the bedroom after she 
turned off the lights in the living room. She stepped 
out of her dress while he unbuckled his belt. 

“Is this sudden desire to escape because that pro¬ 
motion didn’t work out for you, darling?” she asked. 
There was concern and sympathy in her low, calm 
voice. 

It only intensified Warren’s irritation. He shrugged. 
“I don’t consider it an escape. If I wanted to escape, 
I could just up and quit my job.” 

She wriggled out of the dark blue slip. “What 
would you do then, Warren? We don’t have any sav¬ 
ings to speak of,” she quietly reminded him. She sat 
on the edge of the bed and began to remove her 
stockings. 

Warren did not look at her. He hung up his 
clothes and walked to the dresser, taking out a fresh 
pair of pajamas. “I’m not thinking that far ahead 
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just now. All I’m thinking about tonight is leaving 
for northern Wisconsin early Saturday morning. 

“Does it have to be a vacation, Warren? Couldn’t 
it be for just the weekend this time?” Her voice was 
suddenly coaxing. He sensed her moving toward him 
from the bed as he took off his shorts and prepared 
to step into his pajamas. 

He felt her soft, cool hands entwine around him 
from behind. Her fingers toyed fondly with the hairs 
on his naked chest Her body pressed seductively 
against him. The nipples of her wide, firm bosoms 
tickled his back. She had shed her bra. Probably 
those wispy dark-blue briefs had been left for him 
to strip from her loins. 

“I’ll be up there for two weeks,” Warren said. He 
tried to make it sound final. “Let Howard and Marion 
Roberts and the others go to Bermuda. I never did 
have any desire for that gay, group-vacation kind of 
thing.” 

Bernice rubbed herself against him, pressing her 
unclad breasts with teasing insistence against his bare 
skin. "What sort of desire does this give you?” she 
murmured sensually. 

Warren dropped the pajamas and turned around. 
His eyes went to the dark pink nipples. Eagerly his 
hands cupped her warm, satiny contours* 

“We haven't been really good to each other in 
weeks/' he said, his voice trembling faintly with sup¬ 
pressed excitement, “Months, actually* How does it 
feel when I do—this?” 

Bernice moaned, shifting so that her legs were 
braced widely apart. 

She swayed against him, her full red lips relaxed 
and pleading for his kiss, 

Warren's passion flared when her hands began to 
love him and their tongues met again and again with 
quickening frenzy. His probing caresses unleashed 
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the burning urgency locked for so long'within her 
quivering depths. 

They melted to the mattress. Warren flung aside 
the blue mesh panties and her body lifted and fell 
in eager cadence to his touch. 

“Oh, Warrenl We’ll spend all this weekend right 
here...” 

Through the feverish mist of his throbbing passion, 
Warren heard her confident, purring sighs and the 
words she said. He withdrew his caresses with 
startling abruptness. 

“We’re going to that resort, Bernice.” He sat up on 
the bed and stared steadily down at his wife. Her 
eager expression of rapture was replaced by a dis¬ 
mayed frown. She squirmed and moved her flushed, 
pulsating body against him. Reaching out, she guided 
his hand back to the silken slope of her loins, pressing 
it against herself to restore the rhythm that had built 
into lust for both of them. 

“Let’s not talk about it now,” Bernice whispered, 
arching her back. She shuddered with breathless 
pleasure and he felt her skin grow slick with the 
moist rivulets of desire. “Later, after you’ve finished 
wl ' ou’ve started—” 



“What you started,” Warren said, his passion chilled 
by the realization that it was beginning to happen 
all over again. He had nearly allowed himself to be 
bribed. He had been within minutes of submerging 
his pounding manhood deep into the hot, drugging 
chamber of feminine wiles that had always succeeded 
in annihilating his earlier determinations. 

“All right, then,” Bernice breathed, smiling up at 
him. “What I started. Aren’t you ready to finish it, 
darling? I am. Oh, how ready I am . . 

“You’ll love it up there at the resort. We’ll start 
off every day like this,” Warren said. He was remark¬ 
ably in control of his emotions now. He swung into 
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position for the short downwards plunge. He saw 
Bernice's face* exquisitely beautiful against the pil¬ 
low, surrounded by her rich, silken mass of swirling 
dark brown hair. He saw that her eyes had become 
wide open and questioning and, taking a deep breath, 
he took her into a slow, deepening embrace* 

"I—can t get away that soon. Its my turn to host— 
our bridge group this—this Tuesday," 

Warren was enjoying himself in an odd, detached 
sort of way* He had never before viewed sexual pas¬ 
sion with such thoughtful objectivity* He tasted the 
tiny beads of perspiration above his wife’s full red 
lips. Her breasts were taut with erotic tension, 
Bernice flung her urgent arms around his back, 
pressing him against herself, gasping at the ecstasy of 
her suddenly trembling limbs. 

They did not speak. They simply immersed them¬ 
selves into a final, volcanic torrent that sent incredible 
fires of pleasure through their every fiber. Even in the 
torrid consummation of their love-making, Warren 
Kyle felt a triumphant sense of mastery. 

For once he had been in full command. He re¬ 
ceived as much gratification from that knowledge as 
from the physical release they had shared. He rolled 
away from her spent, limp body and stretched out 
on the bed beside her. It had been their first really 
enjoyable mating in months, Bernice had outmaneuv- 
ered herself for once. By denying him all those 
other times, by responding like a bored prostitute, 
incapable of passion, she had frustrated her own 
biological cravings as well as his. At last she had 
responded eagerly to his every touch because she 
could not help herself. She had wanted it, too, 
Warren grinned to himself. His hands went to her 
moist, throbbing breasts, bringing new moans of de¬ 
light from her softly parted lips. 

“You should be a mother. These were designed for 
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exactly that function,” Warren drawled, chuckling 
at her quick embarrassment. 

She tried to push his hands away. “You—you 
shouldn’t be doing this. I—I don’t know if it’s even 
decent.” 

“That’s something else we should talk about. I 
want children.” 

Angrily Bernice squirmed away from him. She 
wrenched from his grasp and rolled off the opposite 
side of the mattress. “What is this with you tonight?” 
she asked with sharp impatience. “Are you deliber¬ 
ately trying to start a quarrel?” 

“Nope.” 

“Stop smirking so smugly, then. And stop this 
nonsense about dropping everything and chasing off 
into the north woods.” 

“I’m going up there, Bernice. This peace-offering 
of yours was great but it hasn’t changed a thing. ’ 
Warren clasped his hands behind his head and 
watched the angry thrashing of her nude body as 
she stormed toward the bathroom. 

She whirled near the doorway. “If you go, you go 
alonel I won’t let you drag me off to some god¬ 
forsaken wilderness so that you can sulk about a silly 
promotion you didn’t receive!” 

The door slammed behind her with resounding 
violence. Warren remained on the bed. She still 
thought that he was bluffing, that he would not go 
without her. She was wrong though. 

He was smoking a cigarette when she finally com¬ 
pleted her toilet and returned to the bedroom. She 
did not speak. She crossed the room and took her 
sheer white silk nightgown from the closet, putting 
it on with her back turned to the bed. 

“Pack a suitcase for me tomorrow,” Warren said 
casually. There was steel behind his quiet words— 

56 



a quality that had never before existed in the nearly 
seven years of their marriage. 

Bernice turned to look at him then. “I meant what 
I said, Warren,” she said just as quietly, spacing her 
words with determined emphasis. "I do not intend 
to leave with you. If you go, you go alone.” 

He took another slow drag on his cigarette and 
met her defiant gaze. “Ill be leaving early Saturday 
morning. Pack a suitcase for yourself if you change 
your mind.” 
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“Tins is rather short notice, isn’t it? Arthur Quandt 
observed, frowning in mild disapproval. He sent a 
quick look at Brad Gorman as the young executive 
entered his private office without knocking. His 
glance caused the brawny, fair-haired boy in the 
well-tailored suit to halt and hastily reverse his 
strides. 

After the office door closed again, Warren Kyle 
said, “It isn’t the first time vacation plans have been 
changed. There isn’t anything urgent or pressing 
here for the next few weeks—nothing your new ad¬ 
ministrative assistant can’t handle.” 

Arthur Quandt’s eyes flickered furtively for a frac¬ 
tion of a second behind his glasses. He pushed his 
phair away from the desk and grunted as he stood 
up. “Mind explaining why the sudden decision to 
take your vacation now? I think I m entitled to know 
your reasons, Warren.” 

“I think you already know a couple of them ” 

The portly man’s ruddy features purpled. “Now 
if you have something that’s bothering you, I want 
to hear about it. Exactly what was that remark sup¬ 
posed to mean?” . 

“It means that I need time away from here. Im 
going, Arthur. If you have to put down anything 
about it on your report to the home office, put down 
that I changed vacation dates for personal reasons 
and let it go at that" 
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Warren turned abruptly and walked from the 
office. He almost collided with Karen Vincent. The 
tall, blond secretary was on her way into the office 
provided for Brad Gorman since his recent promo¬ 
tion. She flashed Warren an uncertain smile. He 
knew that she, like everyone else in the office, was 
aware that something was in the wind; they all had 
paused in their mid-morning activity to watch him 
as he strode purposefully into his superior’s private 
office. He had done as Brad Gorman—he had neither 
knocked nor waited for permission to enter. 

Karen Vincent’s rounded eurves were hugged by 
a cherry-red wool dress and the single strand of 
pearls resting on the full-busted bodice rose and fell 
in graceful symmetry. She carried a stack of file 
folders which she was taking to her new boss. 

Don’t keep Mr, Gorman waiting,” Warren said. 
“Mr. Gorman doesn’t like delays. Miss Vincent. He’s 
a young man in a hurry. One helluva hurry,” Warren 
muttered under his breath as Karen Vincent stood 
motionless, watching him enter his office. 

At noon she ventured timidly into his doorway. 
Warren grinned, regretting his previous rudeness. 
“Come in. I don’t bite,” he said. 

She laughed, slowly entering the office. “Don’t you? 
I wasn’t sure.” 

“On your way to lunch or did you eat with the 
early shift today?” 

Karen Vincent shook her head. “I thought you 
might be angry with me for something. I seldom eat 
early. I wanted to cheek with you before I joined 
the other girls at the restaurant.” 

Warren had not intended to call a halt for lunch. 
He was not hungry. Yet he arose from his desk, say¬ 
ing, “What do you say we drive over to that curb- 
service hamburger haven a mile up the road from 
here?” 
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She smiled. “That’s the best offer I’ve had all 
week.” She turned, leading the way back into the 
general office. The place was empty except for the 
small skeleton crew of typists who had already re¬ 
turned from their early lunch hour. 

Brad Gorman intercepted them just as they were 
passing the reception counter. “Isn’t this a lucky co¬ 
incidence?” He grinned at Warren, ^ou dont mind 
taking along another hungry mouth to feed, do you? 

Warren grinned just as amiably. “Yes, I think I do 
mind,” he said with equally false pleasantness. 
“Especially when it’s such a big, greedy mouth.” He 
did not slacken his stride. His light grasp on Karen 
Vincent s arm prevented her footsteps from faltering 
even though the stunned expression on her pretty 
young features revealed her shock. Brad Gorman 
stood rooted in his tracks beside the reception 
counter. 

It was not until they were in the car and driving 
away from the building through the bright noon 
sunlight that the girl in the daring red dress stared 
up at Warren s lean profile and said, “Whewl When 
you decide to let off steam, you really whistle, don’t 
you?” 

Warren laughed. He did not know when he had 
felt so damn good. "Worried about being seen with 
a rebel, Karen?” 

“Worried that it might be catching—and I need my 
jobl” 

“I don’t think you have any worries on that score. 
You’re a good typist. You’re also a deluxe doll. I like 
you in that dress. It does things for you— and to 
every male between fifteen and a hundred who sees 
you in it.” 

Karen Vincent kept on looking at him. Her voice 
was pensive as she said, I can t figure you out, Mr. 
Kyle. I really can’t.” 
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“Make that Warren, What cant you figure out?” 
He had never before talked so breezily with any of 
the office girls, Bernice had called him silly. All right* 
Maybe he was silly to feel like a frisky young colt 
just turned out to pasture or, better vet, hke a care¬ 
free college boy who just passed his final exams and 
had the urge to lock up his heels. The hell with 
rationalizing his new reckless moods* He would just 
let 'em buck! 


ulled up to the drive-in hamburger stand 



across the wide boulevard from Lake Michigan. 
Warren relaxed behind the wheel while they waited 
to be served by one of the busy car-hops, 

Karen shifted on the seat, turning to face him 
directly. “Is it true that today is your last day—before 
your vacation, I mean?” she modified hastily, 

Warren nodded. His admiring gaze went slowly 
upward from her nylon-clad knees, across the sleek 
expanse of her lap and over her ripe, young breasts 
pushed against the clinging cherry-red fabric, 

<( What did you do on your vacation this summer? 
Do you have a steady boy friend who took you 
swimming and dancing?” It was a question the old 
Warren Kyle would never have asked. The conven¬ 
tional, conforming Warren Kyle had always followed 
a strict policy. He never invaded the private lives of 
persons with whom he worked. 

Karen Vincent met his gaze when he finally looked 
into her face again* “No steady boy friends” she 
told him. “How far are you going? You are taking 
a trip, aren’t you?” 

“Only up into the northern part of the state,” 

“It should be a beautiful drive at this time of the 
year. Your wife will enjoy the change, too.” 

“There won't be any change for Bernice.” 

“Oh? I—well, I just naturally assumed that—” 
Karen Vincent looked relieved by the arrival of a 
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teen-age car-top who smiled and asked for their 
orders. 

After the girl hurried off to relay their wants to 
the cook inside the screen-enclosed hamburger 
stand, Warren stared through the side window of 
the car at the lake* 

“Where are you from, Karen? A small town, I 
would guess.** 

“You would be right—one of the smallest/ softly 
laughed the attractive young blonde. “I was bom 
and raised in a north-central Nebraska farming com¬ 
munity. No sense in telling you the name of the town 
—you wouldn’t have heard of it anyway. No one 
has/* 

“Was there a photographer there?** 

“A—what? Oh, you mean a photo studio? No, the 
town just isn’t that big, Mr, Kyle—Warren, I mean.” 

He looked at her again. She was very young—not 
more than twenty-three, if that. There was a fresh 
wholesomeness about her that contributed to her 
loveliness. 

“Be careful with Brad Gorman/ Warren said quiet¬ 
ly* “Don’t trust the motives of any man too much. 
I think you know what I’m saying, Karen*” 

She nodded* “Including you?” 

“Especially me* I’m in a dangerous mood today.** 

“Is that what it is? A rebellious mood?” 

“I don’t know* It could be that* Like a passing 
rain cloud that has to be emptied* Something like 
that. Right now, I don’t exactly know.” 

“I like it—whatever it is. Everyone at the office 
commented on it.” 

‘Tm not sure that this isn’t the real me. Oh, maybe 
an exaggerated version* I’m doing what someone 
once suggested I might do/ Warren said, thinking 
of Irene Evans and their conversation at the steak 
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house. “I’ve gone from one extreme to the other— 
from a sedate conformist to a would-be Bohemian.” 

“Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, sort of? I find that 
fascinating” smiled the shapely young secretary. 
She glanced past him at the teen-ager bringing their 
tray. Warren paid the car-hop and arranged the food 
on the tray. 

They both laughed when he bumped his paper 
cup against the rim of hers in a mode toast before 
they drew on their straws. Warren felt like a kid right 
out of school. He felt young and alive again and 
unwilling to even think of himself in the role of a 
mature adult, responsible for the management of an 
office. 

“You still haven't told me what you did on your 
vacation this summer.” He reached for his paper- 
wrapped hamburger after placing the paper cup 
back on the tray. 

Karen Vincent lowered the straw from her lips. 
“Again, there’s not much to tell. I went home and 
helped my mother with the canning. She has always 
had a huge, backyard vegetable garden.” 

“No moonlit hikes or midnight swims?” 

She shook her head. “There aren’t any eligible 
men back there. Not that there ever were.” 

“1*10 college sweethearts either?” 

"Would you believe me if I said no?” 

“Yes.” 

“T won’t Ue. Not to you, Warren ” As she un¬ 
wrapped her sandwich, Warren noticed her lovely 
blush. He wondered at it. Was it possible that Karen 
Vincent was attracted to him—that she had a sort of 
schoolgirl crush on him? The former Warren Kyle 
would have scoffed at such a notion if he had even 
allowed it access to his mind. 

“Look at me, Karen.” 
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“The girl must have forgotten that I ordered 
pickles ” 

“Look at me.” Warren reached over and gently 
lifted her chin. “How old are you, Karen?” 

“Please, Warren—” 

“Twenty-one?” 

“No. I’m closer to twenty-four. Warren, I—” 

“I’m ten years older than you are. And I’m mar¬ 
ried.” He spoke seriously, his eyes holding her per¬ 
plexed gaze. 

“Then, y-you do feel it, tool” 

Warrens hand released her softly pointed chin 
but she continued to look at him. “It’s impossible, 
Karen. We both know it is.” That sounded trite and 
empty. Warren drew a long, deep breath and tried 
again to explain. “Blame me for letting this happen. 
I’m the man who hired you. I’ve been one of the 
few men you’ve known since you came to Milwaukee 
and now I’ve given you the impression that I’m about 
to make some sort of a pass and you—” 

“That isn’t true I You’ve been wonderful to me. 
And all the other girls think you’re too nice to have 
been cheated out of that promotion,” Karen’s fingers 
touched his coat sleeve as she bit her lips and drew 
a breath to bolster her nerve. "That’s why I tried to 
warn you that day, why I repeated what Brad Gor¬ 
man said about wanting me for his secretary,” 

"That isn’t what he really wanted or what he still 
wants from you,” 

"I know that, Warren, I’m not the sweet, innocent, 
country girl you obviously think I am,” Her cheeks 
flamed but she held his eyes. "Yes, I am in love with 
you. I have been for months—ever since that day I 
walked into your office and you gave me a job,” 

How could he tell her that she was misreading her 
emotions? She would not see that she was precisely 
what she claimed not to be—a naive, lonely young 
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girl alone in a city far from her small home town in 
Nebraska. 

“You don't want your life to become like one of 
those stories that appears every week in the advice-to- 
the-lovelom columns,” Warren said. “There’s no 
percentage in being the other woman, Karen. There's 
no future or any real happiness in that kind of a 
sordid mess. It only leads to eventual bitterness—and 
certain shame,” 

She was silent all the way back to the office. Be¬ 
fore she left the car, she turned to look at him. “What 
is there for a girl like me?” she asked in a small, 
tense voice choked with restrained emotion. “Let me 
tell you what there is, M-Mr. Kyle. There's always a 
Brad Gorman waiting to take what another man re¬ 
jects/' 

He could not prevent her from wrenching open the 
car door and rushing into the office building. Warren 
stayed in the car for several minutes before he fol¬ 
lowed her inside. She was already at her desk in the 
alcove opposite the office used by Brad Gorman, She 
would not look at him, 

Warren got through the afternoon without ac¬ 
complishing anything. All he had to show for his day's 
activities was another migraine headache and an 
uneasy gnawing in his stomach. He could not leave 
until he had had another talk with Karen Vincent, 
Somehow, he had to make her understand. 

She and another girl were already crossing the 
parking lot when Warren hurried after her, calling 
her name. The other secretary flashed them a wise, 
knowing smile and kept on walking. 

“Get in, Karen, I don't intend to let you do any¬ 
thing foolish” Warren said, firmly escorting the 
blonde to his car. 

She stood beside the door he opened, “Just what 
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do you Intend?” she asked with chilling composure. 
“1 hope you realize that everyone is staring at us.” 

Warren tossed a scornful look at the young execu¬ 
tive and the general manager standing together near 
the office entrance. “Let them,” he growled. “Are you 
getting in or do you want me to forcibly lift you?” 

Karen smiled a challenge. “I don’t think I will.” 

But she hurriedly ducked into the car when War¬ 
ren convinced her that he was not bluffing by reach¬ 
ing for her. 

Brad Gorman strode rapidly across the black- 
topped parking area. “Just a minute, Kyle! I don’t 
know what’s gotten into you but—’’ 

“Try to stop me and I’ll break your jaw," Warren 
said evenly and the young executive quickly leaped 
from Warren’s path so he could open the door. 

The harassed, anxious-looking man who had been 
stopped in his tracks for the second time that day 
stared at Karen Vincent “Do you want to go with 
this—this madman?” 

Karen’s laugh was scathing. “What if I said I 
didn’t? Are you man enough to rescue me?” 

She was still laughing when Arthur Quandt, puffing 
and red-faced, hurried over and scowled ominously 
into the car at Warren. 

“We—can’t have this—sort of thing!” sternly ad¬ 
monished the obese executive. “I will not—tolerate 
anything that—smacks of scandal!” 

Warren stared belligerently at him. “Go to hell, 
Arthur.” How wonderful it was to say those words! 
Suddenly he grinned. “You, Gorman, Malbem Metals 
—you can all go to helll” 

He drove off, leaving the two men, gasping with 
disbelief, standing in the parking lot. He knew he 
was leaving more behind, too. He knew he had really 
broken free of the traces at last—and that he no 
longer had a job to return to. 
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They sat on a bench beside the scenic lagoon in 
Juneau Park and silently watched the colorful rustling 
and swirling of autumn leaves, swept by a playful 
breeze across the lawn around them. 

Then Karen Vincent said, w We agreed to talk but 
what is there to say, Warren? You said it all this 
noon/ 3 

He raised his head and looked at the blonde wear¬ 
ing a tan cashmere coat over her cherry-red dress, 
“When I was in grade school, I had a crush on one 
of the teachers/ 3 he slowly told her, “It got so bad 
that I waited around after school and walked her to 
the rooming house where she stayed with the other 
young, unmarried teachers. 1 did that for weeks. She 
thought I was just a friendly young boy. It probably 
never occurred to her that I thought I was in love 
with her/' 

Karen shook her head. “This isn't like that, War¬ 
ren. It has nothing to do with schoolgirl crushes or 
some crazy delusion caused by loneliness/* 

Warren Kyle was silent again. He did not want to 
hurt the girl sitting on the bench beside him. He 
knew that these things happened. Maybe, way in the 
back of his mind, he had sensed that there was some 
sort of physical chemistry, some kind of magnetic 
attraction between them from the very first day 
Karen Vincent had walked into his office for a job 
interview. 
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“Take me with you, Warren,” she said quietly. 

He glanced at her in quick astonishment. “You— 
can't be serious!” 

“Yes, I am. 1 want this weekend with you. And as 
many others as we can have together.” 

“I wouldn't do that to you. I wouldn’t let you do 
that to yourself.” 

She smiled. “Stop trying to act like a protective 
father, Warren. I could never think of you that way.” 

“You shouldn’t think of me in any way.” 

“How do you turn it off?” 

“I’ve ruined enough of your reputation already. 
Why don’t you quit your job, Karen? Go home or at 
least go back to Nebraska and take a job closer to 
home.” 

The young blonde slowly shook her head. “Tell me 
you don’t want me,” she challenged. Her coat slipped 
open so that the full, fresh lines of her breasts were 
disclosed under the vivid red fabric of her dress. 
“That’s all you have to say, Warren. Only those four 
simple little words.” 

His eyes refused to leave the bold, supple curves 
of her youthful body. What was the matter with him? 
Why should he keep tripping over his conscience? 
■ He had warned her that there could be nothing for 
them. Nothing except an illicit sex interlude that was 
certain to end in mutual unhappiness. 

"You—wouldn’t give yourself to a heel like Brad 
Gorman would you? You only threatened you would 
because you were angry.” 

“Wouldn’t I?” Karen laughed softly, her eyes 
bright and provocative. “Is that why you snatched 
me from the parking lot? You wanted to be noble and 
self-righteous? To save a pure, chaste maiden from 
the evil clutches of the villain?” 

“Karen, I—” 

“Or was it because you wanted to play dog-in-the- 
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manger, Warren? Because you didn’t like to think 
of any other man enjoying what Ive just offered 

* He stood up and lit a cigarette, staring at the 
placid waters of the lagoon. “At least Brad Gorman 
isn’t married,” Warren said. His voice was hoarse. 
“He’s nearer your age than I am.” 

“Only the weekend then, Warren her voice 
coaxed'from behind him on the isolated park bench. 
“It wont be the first weekend I spent with a man, 

if that’s what’s bothering you.” 

Warren turned and stared at her. The breeze riffled 
through her golden-blond hair but the sudden, high 
color in her cheeks had not been brushed there by 
the crisp, autumn air. 

“Don’t make yourself cheap,” he finally muttered. 
“You’re too nice a girl to throw yourself away. The 
right guv will come along for you some day, Karen. 
Don’t deprive him of the goodness that s in you. 

She left the bench and stood disturbingly close to 
him her dark blue eyes filled with desire. “I was en¬ 
gaged to a boy at college, Warren. We practically 
Ived together all during his senior year. I was a 
sophomore then.^After he graduated, do you know 
what happened?” B 

“Karen, listenl Those things— 

“Those things happen? Yes,” Her smile taunted 
him. She swayed toward him, her full, red lips asking 
to be crushed, her bosoms taut against the bodice of 
her dress, swelling and ebbing rapidly. Let me finish 
telling you about my college education. Alter that 
boy graduated, suddenly we werent engage any 
longer. Then, in my junior year, another boy came 
along. He gave me a diamond, too. Karen laughed. 
It was a low, bitter sound. “I didn’t learn until later 
that it was a sort of fraternity inheritance; one boy 
kept passing me on to a boy in the class below him. 
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After that, I didn’t care. I played the game their wav. 
Finally I took my sex with the same amusement that 
some of the other coeds felt for the sport.” 

Warren flipped away his cigarette. “All right,” he 
growled. “So you were hurt. You made mistakes, just 
like we all do. Is that any reason to keep on making 
them?” r 6 

Karen shook her head. “This isn’t a mistake,” she 
whispered. “I know exactly what I’m doing. Take me 
up north with you tomorrow." 

“No. I can’t.” 

Why not? Why can’t you?” She swayed against 
him. The tips of her breasts grazed persuasively across 
his chest. I m a big girl, Warren. I have big cravings 
that need a big man to satisfy them.” 

He saw another couple approaching along the park 
walk. Warren grabbed Karen Vincent’s arm and 
roughly marched her off in the direction of the 
parked car. 

The worst of it was that he found himself seriously 
contemplating the idea of bundling the blonde into 
the car and accepting her brazen offer. He should 
know better. Wasn’t he trying to get away to clear 
his jumbled thoughts and emotions? Bedding down 
with a girl who worked for him at the office would 
only add to his internal chaos. 

Warren was about to yauk open the car door when 
he saw the other car. It'was a Chrysler New Yorker 

and the harried-looking young man beside it was_ 

Brad Gorman. 

Obviously, he had followed them. Now, recogniz¬ 
ing that he was seen, he moved away from his car 
and slowly walked toward them. 

Karen Vincent saw the younger man, too. She 
caught her breath in surprise. Then she laughed gaily, 
pressing closer to Warren. “My hero!” she mocked! 
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“You are here to save me from a fate worse than 
death, aren’t you, Mr. Gorman?" 

“I want you to come with me, Karen.” Brad Gor¬ 
man’s shoulders were held high and there was a de¬ 
termined set to his jaw. He did not look at Warren. 

“Hadn’t you better speak to Mr. Kyle about that? 
I believe he has seniority.” 

“So this is why you would never go out with mel 
I should have knownl” Brad Gorman flared, his 
angry glare swinging to Warren Kyle. "How do you 
like being unemployed? I sure hope you enjoyed 
cutting your own throat today!” 

“I did. I think I’ll enjoy dumping you into that 
lagoon back there, too.” Warren stalked forward, his 
grin savage and elated. 

Brad Gorman looked frightened but he stood his 
ground this time. His face was white and strained as 
he flashed a desperate, pleading look at the watching 
girl. He s married, Karen! Don’t do anything you’ll 
be sorry for all the rest of your life!” 

In that moment, Warren realized what he should 
have suspected earlier. Brad Gorman, for all his ar¬ 
rogant aggressiveness and smooth deceits, was in 
love with Karen Vincent! The thought checked his 
advance. He stared at the other man, then tinned his 
head to glance searchingly at Karen. 

“What do you suggest, Mr. Gorman?” she asked 
acidly, her blue eyes scornful. “That I put in some 
overtime with you this weekend? That’s the real 
reason behind the big pitch you’ve been giving me, 
isn’t it? You thought a girl you helped to get a pro¬ 
motion should be grateful and glad to bestow a few 
feminine favors, didn’t you?” 

Warren moved out of their visual line of fire to 
a point from which he could study them both. Karen 
was more angry with the other man than the situa¬ 
tion warranted—unless unconsciously she was phy- 
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sically attracted to him against her will and was, for 
this reason, erecting a defensive barrier* 

Warren wondered why had she offered herself to 
him. She did not know enough about him to be in 
love with him. Warren thought he might have the 
answer to that question, too. He was reasonably 
presentable and he had never tried to lure her into 
an after-office-hours affair. Then there was the grati¬ 
tude she had mentioned. He had given her a job and 
he-had always tried to be friendly and considerate* 

Brad Gorman sighed. Some of the starch visibly 
left his chest and shoulders. He nodded dispiritedly. 
“1 won’t try to lie. Not about this. It started out just 
as you said. I thought exactly as you just accused 
me of thinking.” 

“And now?” Karen’s lips curled with skepticism. 
“Don’t try to tell us the great, invincible Brad Gor¬ 
man has suddenly decided to eat humble pie!” 

Warren saw the young executive nod again. “I’m 
out of a job, too, Karen.” Brad Gorman raised his face 
and stared miserably at her. “Quandt started to say 
things about you after you drove away with Kyle. 
I told him to shut up and when he kept right on 
talking, I put my hand over his face and gave him a 
push. It wasn’t a hard shove but he must have been 
off balance because he tripped and went down. His 
glasses were broken—and so was X.” 

Warren and Karen stared at him incredulously. 
Then Karen began to laugh. Her body shook with 
shrill, semi-hysterical giggles. 

Brad Gorman sent a wounded look at Warren. 
Warren grinned at him. “So all that careful building 
up you did collapsed with a thud on the parking lot. 
It couldn’t have happened to two more deserving 
guys than you and Art Quandt.” 

The younger man turned around and walked, 
shoulders sagging, toward his car. Karen Vincent 
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stopped laughing and the expression on her pretty 
features became serious and uncertain. 

“I—do you think I was too terrible to him?” she 
asked Warren. “After all, if he did lose his job, I—he 
lost it because of me. . 

“Go after the guy, Karen. Hold out for the whole 
bit this time ” Warren said. He walked over to her 
and gave her a gentle nudge. “You both made some 
wrong moves. Now you have the chance to make 
some right ones. Go on. Don’t flub it.” 

She hesitated, turning back to look at Warren. ‘1_ 

goodbye, Mr. Kyle. Goodbye—and thank you!” Then 
she whirled and hurried away from him. 

Warren watched Brad Gorman turn around at her 
call. He saw his defeated expression dissolve into a 
wide, pleased grin. The lovely young blonde and the 
no longer arrogant young man entered the car and 
drove away without another look toward the big, 
dark-haired man standing alone beside his own car 
in the fast-gathering afternoon dusk. 
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Bernice was not in the apartment and she had not 
returned by ten o’clock when Warren finished pack¬ 
ing and went out into the kitchen to mix another 
batch of martinis. 

When the door buzzer sounded, Warren left the 
kitchen and crossed the unlighted living room, paus¬ 
ing before opening the door to flip the wall switch 
that turned on the floor lamps. 

Marion Roberts gave him a slow, insolent smile 
when he opened the door. “Don’t look so displeased, 
darling,” she purred, gliding into the room past him. 
She stripped off her gloves and turned so that he 
could fully appreciate her bright green bouffant 
dress. 

“What do you want here?” Warren demanded un¬ 
graciously. He had not talked with the sultry-eved 
blonde since the night he had vented his unjustified 
wrath on her in the garage. 

She gave her shoulders a careless shrug, I thought 
you might be lonesome. Bernice went home to her 
mother" as you must have already guessed. She 
phoned me this afternoon to leave word where she 
could be reached. 

“So now youVe told me. Thank you and good night, 
Mrs. Roberts. Make that goodbye.” Warren saw that 
his terse words of unwelcome were wasted. Marion 
Roberts slipped out of her mink wrap and tossed it 
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and her gloves to a chair as she crossed the room to 
perch on the sofa. 

Her green eyes glittered with sensual interest. 
“Why be like this, Warren? We had quite a party for 
ourselves once. Why not admit that you enjoyed it 
as much as I did?” 

“Because I didn't. You knew damned well that my 
wife and your husband weren’t playing around. You 
tricked me into that little session of yours.” 

“Howard does play around. If he hasn’t succeeded 
with Bernice yet, give him time. He will,” she 
drawled, leaning back against the cushions. 

Warren Kyle stared bleakly at her. He knew she 
was just waiting for her perfumed pressure to have 
its desired effect on him. She was so bitchily sure of 
herself! He strode across the living room and re¬ 
turned to the kitchen without saying a word to her. 
Let her sit there by herself with her smug self- 
assurance. 

He was pouring from the martini pitcher when he 
heard the rustle of her skirt. She laughed softly and 
reached past h im to pick up the cocktail he had just 

“Help yourself,” Warren growled. He went to the 
cupboard and found another glass. 

“I always do,” Marion said. “Howard thinks I’m 
almost too uninhibited—and if you knew how com¬ 
pletely without moral scruples Howard is, you would 
realize just how funny that is.” 

He filled the glass and drained it before the wanton 
trespasser had even sipped at her own glass. Warren 
drained the last dregs of the mixture from the pitcher 
into his empty glass and downed that, too. 

“Finish your drink and clear out of here,” he said 
across his shoulder as he stalked back into the living 
room and veered toward the bedroom hallway. He 
had just decided not to wait until morning to leave. 
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Warren was closing the packed suitcase on the 
floor near the bed when Marion Roberts leaned lazily 
against the open doorway and casually inquired, 
“Taking a trip? Or are you packing up and going 
home to mother, too?” 

“I told you to get out. Don’t bother closing the 
hall door on your way. I’ll be going myself in a few 
minutes,” Warren said without looldng up at her. 

"You aren’t in that much of a rush, are you?” She 
moved away from the door frame, slipped past him 
and stretched out on the tufted expanse of the pale 
yellow bedspread. ‘1 have a need for you,” she said 
with low urgency. “I love the way you know how to 
take care of it, darling.” 

From where he knelt, Warren could see the bare, 
shadowed curves of her satiny thighs. She had raised 
her knees so that the full green skirt dipped away, 
revealing her rounded buttocks clothed by sheer 
lavender briefs. 

He arose and reached down for her. She responded 
eagerly, wrapping her arms around his neck, her lips 
prepared to meet his kiss with triumphant passion. 

But that was not what Warren Kyle had in mind. 
With a quick, unexpected series of motions, he up¬ 
ended her across his lap as he dropped to the edge 
of the mattress. He pulled up her skirt and ripped 
down her panties, tearing them from her suddenly 
tensed, naked flanks. 

“W-Warren!” 

His left arm pinned her squirming torso firmly 
across his knees. His right hand came down with a 
bruising splat. 

“Ohl Please—1" 

Again and again Warren sharply smote her rapidly 
reddening flesh. He noted with grim satisfaction that 
her angry, protesting shrieks became gasps and 
whimpers of pain. 
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Finally, he flung her back on the mattress as he 
arose. He pushed aside the disheveled dress and 
finished ripping away her lace-trimmed, lavender 
bnefs. Then his hand went to her head. He coldly 
grasped a handful of silky, blond hair and gave a 
lusty yank that sent her hurtling from the bed in 
startled anguish. 

She was livid with fury and scrambled to her feet, 
facing him with her small, pointed breasts flaring in 
outrage. Her hair hung awry across her pinched, 
blazing features, 

“M-my h-husband will—kill y-you for this!” she 
choked wildly, incoherently. “You— you—filthy beast! 
You goddam—[” J 

“Want me to call him and tell him to come and get 
you? He^can have his try at killing me then if he 
wants to,” Warren said, grinning his utter contempt 
for her. 


Marion Roberts crumpled. Her dress fell down 
over her trembling thighs and she buried her face 
between her hands* weeping in bitter frustration. 
Warren turned away and bent to pick up the heavy 
suitcase. He walked from the bedroom, leaving her 
to recover her composure as best she could. 

It was twenty minutes later when he cruised north¬ 
ward under the bright blue sky laden with chips of 
glinting stars. The city was fading into darkness 
behind him and Warren Kyle looked for the last 
into the rear-view mirror. There was not any point in 
looking back again. ^ 


There were two fishing enthusiasts staying in one 
of the other neat, compact cabins at the Northern 
Lights Resort. 

Warren Kyle spent most of his first Saturday in the 
ruggedly beautiful north-woods region getting 
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settled. He retired early. The air was crisp and in¬ 
vigorating and he slept like a baby. 

He was up at dawn and out on the placid, misty 
surface of Wildcat Lake in a flat-bottomed green 
scow the next morning when the other men rowed 
out. 

“How are they biting?” one of the casually clad 
men called over to him. 

Warren grinned and held up the nineteen-inch 
northern pike he had already netted. 1 his isn t bad 
for a started” 

“Say, that’s a nice one! Care if we drop anchor 
near by? You’re right over a weedy channel where 
the muskies sometimes snooze,” said the other man. 

Warren told them to move right in. There was 
plenty of room out there. Gradually the early morn¬ 
ing mist was dissolved by bright, pleasant sunlight. 
By ten o’clock Warren had himself two more north¬ 
erns and he had switched lures at the suggestion of 
the other anglers that he try for Wisconsin’s most 
famed game fish. 

The younger of the other sportsmen had snagged 
a fighting muskellunge shortly before. Now, as War¬ 
ren started reeling in after another cast, his hands 
were jerked and the rod dipped vigorously downward 
over the side of his boat. 

“You’ve got himl” yelled one of the men. 

“Stay with him! It’s a big one!” excitedly ruged 
the other angler. Warren was too busy battling it out 
with the churning, whip-sawing muskie to reply. He 
found that reeling in the snapping, sawing line- 
slicing the water in violent accompaniment to the 
huge fish’s efforts to dislodge the plug—was not the 
comparatively easy, uncomplicated process that land¬ 
ing the northerns had been. 

He was drenched with sweat and his arms hung 
like leaden weights as he watched the younger man 
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lean forward in his boat, now drawn up alongside 
Warren’s, and haul the played-out giant from the 
water. 

“Here. You look as if you can use one of these,” 
grinned the older man. He handed cigarettes to War¬ 
ren and the man he introduced as his son-in-law and 
then took one for himself. 

The men left the lodge early that afternoon. War¬ 
ren was almost sorry to see them drive off with their 
boat rigged on the trailer. There was always a special 
land of camaraderie established between men who 
met and fished together. 

For the rest of the week Warren had the scenic, 
rustic but modern resort to himself except for the 
middle-aged couple who owned the property. They 
did not infringe on his privacy; he imagined they 
were beginning to get the place winterized and ready 
for the late-season influx of deer hunters, after which 
the lodge would be closed until warm weather re¬ 
turned to northern Wisconsin. 

Warren cleaned and fried some of the fish he 
caught. He shared the delicious succulence of the 
muskie with Mr. and Mrs. Laird and gave them most 
of the black bass and northerns he landed during the 
week. 

Then, on Saturday, when he rowed in from the 
lake after his first unsuccessful morning of casting, he 
saw another car quartered between his cabin and the 
red-roofed unit next to it. 

Carl Laird, rambling along in his lanky, loose- 
jointed gait, was just leaving the other cabin as War¬ 
ren left the pier where he had tied up, Warren in¬ 
tercepted the older man, neat in tan twill slacks and 
shirt. 

“More late-season fishermen?” Warren asked, 
flicking his thumb toward the cabin. 

A slow grin tugged at the sparse, tanned resort 
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owners lips. ""Well, she could be interested in fish¬ 
ing, I expect. Her name is Miss Julie Daniels. She's 
from Chicago. Thats about all I know about her—* 
’cepting she s a sure-enough lulu of a looker.” 

Warren grinned too. “Thanks for the rundown, 
Carl. Think I’ll drive into Minoqua for something to 
eat. Anything I can bring back for you or Ruth?” 

Carl Laird shook his head. He winked. “Miss 
Daniels just asked for the whereabouts of the closest 
town with a restaurant. You might ask her along.” 

Then it was Warren who shook his head. “Uh-uh, 
Not a chance,” he said with positive fervency. He 
had had enough problems with good-looking females 
to last him for a long while. He grinned to himself as 
he and the resort owner resumed walking in opposite 
directions. He went up the porch steps of his cabin 
and put down his tackle box and rod before entering 
the cabin and going into the bathroom to wash up 
after the fruitless morning on Wildcat Lake. 

It was not until he returned after lunch—and after 
a drive to the near-by resort community for the pur¬ 
chase of some needed provisions—that he saw Julie 
Daniels. 

He was just alighting from the Buick when she 
came out of the next cabin wearing a cinammon- 
brown, bulky knit sweater and fawn-gray slacks. Her 
abundant dark red hair was partially concealed by 
the silken kerchief that fluttered in the mild October 
breeze. 

"Hello ” Warren said. He had to say something for 
she was looking directly at him. 

She decided to smile. “Hello, I saw you drive away 
this noon, Mr, Laird told me your name.” 

“He told me yours, too.” Warren smiled back at 
her, “He was right. You are a sure-enough lulu of a 
looker, as he put it.” 

Julie Daniels had a nice, easy laugh. She watched 
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him observe her and his casual inventory did not 
appear to disturb her, 

“I was just thinking about going out to see if he 
was right about the fishing, too. He claims that the 
northern and walleyes have been hitting.’’ 

Warren nodded. “There are some respectable 
muskies in this lake. Lots of panfish, too—crappies, 
bluegills, perch.” 

“Muskies are more than I care to try to handle,” 
she said as Warren turned back to his car and took 
out the bag containing the supplies he had pur¬ 
chased. “This is only my second season as an amateur 
angler. I think I’ll stick to northerns and panfish.” 

“I planned to go out again. It’s a little early yet,” 
Warren said. “There’s a sandbar in that wooded cove 
almost exactly opposite us. I’ve had very good luck 
in that spot.” 

“Maybe I’ll wait. Would you mind if I went along 
with you?" 

Warren shook his head. “I was just going to sug¬ 
gest that. How long are you staying?” 

Julie Daniels had been gazing across the lake at 
the secluded cove he had indicated. Now she turned 
and smiled at him again. “Only for tonight. Tomor¬ 
row I’ll turn the car around and drive back to Chi¬ 
cago.” 

“It’s a long drive for just a few hours of fishing, 
isn’t it?” 

“I was up here last year. I don’t think Mr, Laird 
remembers me. Then I was—with someone.” She 
watched him walk toward his cabin porch, carrying 
his package. 

Warren drew a silent line over further questions. 
He opened the porch door and eased to the floor the 
bulky bag of groceries, cigarettes and liquor he had 
bought. Then he turned and walked back to the tall, 
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strikingly beautiful redhead who was standing near 
the side of her cabin. 

“A friend of mine told me about this place,” he 
said, deciding to keep their conversation casual and 
uninvolved. He stared up at the bright blue of the 
sky into which the tall jackpines jutted. “He was up 
here on his vacation last year. It really is a beautiful 
spot. Larry didn’t exaggerate about the fishing, 
either.” 

“Larry?” the girl echoed quickly. Her dark blue 
eyes rivaled the water and sky for loveliness as she 
looked up into his face. “That wouldn’t be Larry 
Bichert, would it?” 

Surprise etched Warren’s face. He nodded slowly. 
“Why, yes. Talk about this being a small world!” 

“Not so small,” Julie Daniels said. She turned to 
look out across the lake again and the breeze played 
with the silken folds of her head scarf and toyed with 
the burnished strands of her long hair. “I met him 
up here last summer. That was before my husband 
died.” 

“Oh. I’m sony.” Warren’s voice sounded forced and 
inadequate even to himself but he did not know what 
else to say. 

“I saw Larry only a few weeks ago. He’s operating 
a garage and service station in Rockford.” 

“Yes, I know. We worked together for a while. 
Then he left and went down there.” 

“He drove into Chicago several times and we went 
out together,” Julie Daniels continued quietly, her 
pensive gaze still riveted on the rippling surface of 
the lake. “It wasn’t the same for either of us, though. 
We both sensed that.” 

Warren darted another look at the beautiful red¬ 
head standing beside him. He was beginning to un¬ 
derstand. His former office buddy and this gorgeous 
girl must have become intimate friends during their 
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last year's stay at the resort. The more he looked at 
her and thought about her, the more convinced 
Warren became that it was not wise for him to be 
too near her too long. 

“The breeze usually quits when the sun goes 
down” he said. “Think I’ll put away the groceries 
while you look around for a while—unless you would 
rather go out alone now. Since you don t have too 
much time, maybe you would rather not waste it in 
waiting for me.” As he left her and started back for 
the cabin, he hoped that she would decide to try 
fishing solo. 

She did not seem to have even heard him. She 
stood there quietly, staring in vague, troubled distrac¬ 
tion across the sunlit waters beyond the shallow, 
sloping beach. 

Warren did not feel right about just bolting like 
that. He had practically withdrawn his invitation to 
t-akft her along with him. It was a rude thing to do to 
her. Worse than rude. Cowardly. What was he so 
afraid of? 

Julie Daniels turned her head to look at him then. 
“Don’t stay out here on my account, Mr. Kyle, she 
said, seeing him hovering undecidedly at the foot of 
the cabin steps. “I’ll stay over another day if the 
fishing is as good as you and Mr. Laird say it is. I 
don’t have a job to go back to.” 

“Look, would you like a drink? I brought back 
some gin and vermouth and there are ice cubes in 
the refrigerator,” Warren found himself saying. 

She studied him for a moment. Then she nodded 
and her original smile was lightly restored to her 
lips. “Larry and you have something in common. 
You both have a thirst for martinis. That’s good. So 
do I.” She moved toward him and Warren opened 
the porch door for her. 
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The main lodge was dark when they rowed in off 
the lake and the station wagon was gone. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Laird seem to have abandoned us,” 
Julie Daniels said. She stepped lithely from the 
gently bobbing rowboat to the pier, then turned to 
accept the spinning rod Warren Kyle handed up to 
her. 

He stooped and picked up the string of walleyes 
and northerns. As he transferred their catch to her 
waiting hand, he said, “Carl Laird mentioned some- 
thing yesterday about visiting some relative of his 
wife’s this evening. They’ll probably be back in an 
hour or so.” 

“Meanwhile, if any stray tourists drive up wanting 
accommodations, I guess you’re in charge,” Julie 
laughed as he picked up his own fishing gear and 
stepped from the boat to join her on the dusky pier, 

Warren put down his rod and tackle box and 
cinched the mooring line to the rowboat. “Not much 
chance of that. I don’t know about you but I’m 
hungry again. If I clean those fish, will you take a 
whirl at frying ’em?” 

“If you’re hungry, I’m literally starved! You had 
lunch today and I didn’t—remember?” 

They left the darkened pier together. Warren spent 
the next half-hour cleaning fish outside his cabin 
while Julie Daniels was busy inside, preparing for 
the meal they had agreed to share. 
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Out there in the tranquil night coolness, Warren 
reflected again on the dangers of the situation. They 
had been careful not to let their conversation become 
too personal. Before venturing across the lake to try 
their luck at the sandbar he had mentioned, they had 
first enjoyed a brace of martinis and several smokes 
together. 

Somehow darkness always made a difference. The 
redhaired widow’s presence in the cabin that after¬ 
noon had been one thing. Her being in there now, 
waiting for him to bring in those fish for her to fry on 
the gas stove, was innocent enough in itself; it was 
what could happen afterward that bothered him. He 
wondered if Julie wasn’t equally conscious of their 
potential for some sort of a passionate involvement. 

She had freshed up in the bathroom. He grinned, 
admiring the fluffed luxuriance of her hair and the 
clean-limbed grace of her movements as she busied 
herself at the stove with the fish. After he had 
scrubbed his hands and combed his hair, he stood 
watching her deftly turn the sizzling, delicious- 
smelling fish. He sampled a few of the golden-brown 
french fries she had fixed to supplement the meaty, 
succulent pike. 

“Shall we have martinis or beer with our food?” 
Warren asked, moving behind her and going toward 
the refrigerator. 

“Whatever you would like. I’m not much for beer ” 
she called back to him over the crisp, crackling sounds 
coming from the top of the gas range. “And I m 
making some coffee, anyway.” 

Warren decided that coffee sounded good. Later 
they could polish off their Saturday evening banquet 
with martinis. He looked at Julie from where he stood 
near the refrigerator. There was no danger of her 
catching him at it. She was too occupied with her 
domestic duties just then to glance around. 
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Her pale-blue silk blouse was neatly tucked inside 
her becomingly tapered gray slacks* She had removed 
the cardigan sweater. He had noticed it folded neatly 
on the writing desk when he went into the bathroom 
to wash. She was probably in her late twenties or 
early thirties. His first impression that she was tall 
was a misconception caused by the slim, yet gener¬ 
ously curved proportions of her body. 

Her rounded buttocks melted into softly flaring 
hips* He knew without seeing them that her legs 
would be supple and her thighs softly curved just as 
was the rest of her body. Warren wondered how long 
a deluxe bit of fluff like Julie Daniels would remain 
a widow. Not very long* Not with a face and a build 
like that* 

They sat down at the old-fashioned drop-leaf table 
that was covered by a reasonably new oilcloth. The 
meal was even better than its enticing aromas had 
promised and they ate with ravenous enjoyment until 
Julie sighed, smiling as she shook her head when 
Warren passed her the platter containing the final 
section of golden-brown northern pike* 

“You finish it,** she told him* Tm—finished! Whew! 
I don't know when IVe eaten this much—or enjoyed 
food more.” 

“Amen to that,” Warren agreed. He was no longer 
the least bit hungry but he could not let the delicious 
delicacy go to waste* 

Julie slid back her chair and arose to refill their 
coffee cups. When she leaned across the table for his 
cup, Warren's gaze traveled instinctively to the 
bodice of the lightweight blue blouse. The rising 
swells of her bosoms were visible as the fabric mo¬ 
mentarily gaped. He could see the deep, creamy 
valley below the white bra* 

Her eyes were waiting for his when he glanced 
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up. She smiled* her gaze lowering to her cup as she 
refilled it, 

“You have an appetite that out-does my husband's” 
she said, “Frank Daniels may have been more than 
twice your age, Warren* but he refused to kow-tow 
to any doctor's diet. He absolutely insisted upon rich 
desserts and expensive brandies even after his second 
heart attack/' She returned the coffee pot to the stove 
and turned back to take her chair again, “It was the 
third seizure that killed him. That happened last 
March.” 

Warren shoved aside his plate and reached for his 
coffee. She had seen his gaze dip to her breasts. She 
was still entirely relaxed and she had obviously 
chosen to ignore his stares. That was fine with him, 

“What did you do before you were married? You 
look as if you might have been a model,” he said. He 
took a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket and 
shook out two. 

She reached across the table and took one. “Thank 
you, I wasn't. I clerked in a dress shop for a while, 
I did the same thing at a drugstore, then at a depart¬ 
ment store,” She guided his hand so that the tip of 
the lighter flame reached her cigarette. Her fingers 
were cool. They brushed over the back of his hand 
and moved away just as casually, “It was when I 
had the department-store job that I met Frank. He 
wasn’t fresh and smart-alecky like so many younger 
men are. When he finally walked up to the perfume 
counter where I clerked and asked me for a date* I 
guess I surprised myself as much as I did him. I told 
him he could call for me that evening.” 

Warren smiled back at her. “That's all it takes to 
start a romance. Just a yes instead of a no,” 

“He was very good to me. He had lost his first wife 
ten years earlier and there weren’t any children.” 

“How long were you married* Julie? I’ve been mar- 
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ried for nearly seven years.” He said it just right. 
With just the right conversational tone. 

She did not look surprised or disappointed. She 
registered no emotion at his warning revelation. "We 
were married in February the year before last. He 
died less than a month after our first anniversary.” 

“Too bad. You sound as though you thought a lot 
of him.” 

“I did. I was honest with Frank, though. He needed 
someone. He knew I wasn’t in love with him the way 
a woman is supposed to be in love with her husband." 

“You respected him. I’m sure you gave him a very 
happy year.” 

Julie exhaled slowly. Her eyes met Warren’s. “Not 
all of it was happy. Frank had had his first heart at¬ 
tack before I even knew him. His second coronary 
seizure came only a few weeks after our marriage. 
After that—well, our relationship wasn’t what he 
wanted it to be. He was partially paralyzed.” 

Warren’s thoughts skipped on ahead. He could 
understand how Larry Richert might be exceptionally 
attractive to a woman, even though she was married. 
With Julies husband handicapped and unable to 
satisfy her basic feminine cravings, it was probably 
easy for the good-looking chaser of skirts to add her 
to his string of conquests. 

Julie Daniels finished her coffee and stood up. “I’ll 
do these dishes while we talk—no, please sit still, 
Warren, she quickly said when he would have arisen, 
too. “I really enjoy playing house again after all these 
months.” 

So he sat there at the table and they talked. Most 
of it was meaningless chit-chat that took them away 
from personal subjects again. During their conversa¬ 
tion, Warren speculated on why Julie had come up 
to the resort and why she had made the remark that 
she did about Larry. What did she mean when she 
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said their subsequent encounters had not been the 
same? The same as what? Warren suspected that it 
might be a submerged sense of guilt that caused the 
strain between Julie Daniels and Larry Richert—for 
instance, the knowledge that they had shared sexual 
intimacies while Julie’s elderly husband was helpless¬ 
ly confined to the cabin. 

When the kitchen was in order and they had had a 
final round of martinis, Julie picked up her neatly 
folded sweater and slipped it around her shoulders 
without putting it on. 

“Good night, Warren,” she said as they walked 
across the darkness of the front porch together. She 
glanced toward the main lodge building. The station 
wagon was back and there were lights in the house. 

“What time will you be pulling out tomorrow?” he 
asked, standing beside the closed screen door with 
her. 

“I’ve decided to stay over. Since the fish are 
hitting. I’ll spend at least another day.” She smiled 
up at him. Her lovely features were a dusky blur in 
the shadows surrounding them. 

They said good night and he watched her walk to 
the adjacent cabin. Nothing had happened. They had 
behaved with admirable circumspectness. 

Warren saw the lights go on behind the print 
drapes covering her windows. He turned and walked 
back into his own cabin. He would have been lying 
to himself if he had not admitted to her desirability. 

And ... to his own disappointment 
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They drove into Minoqua for Sunday dinner. After¬ 
ward they took a leisurely drive through the scenic, 
gloriously wooded area. Warren braked the Buick as a 
frightened young doe flashed across the winding road 
and then merged with the dense foliage that loomed 
on each side of the black-topped thoroughfare. 

“Look, there’s another one!” Julie Daniels cried, 
pointing at a swiftly bounding buck that halted and 
dodged back into the woods on the opposite side of 
the road. 

Warren saw the wayside park ahead. It was a 
simple, hollowed-out niche, set deep amid the giant 
pines, with comfort stations, a brick fireplace with a 
grate provided for cook-outs, and a weathered pair 
of log-hewn picnic tables. 

He guided the car over the fallen blanket of dry 
pine needles and parked. His camera was on the 
shelf behind the rear cushion. He got out of the car 
and opened the back door to take it and his light 
meter from the shelf. 

“I’d love to catch a picture of that family,” he said, 
looking back at the spot where they had interrupted 
the wanderings of the deer. “There are probably one 
or two fawns tagging along with Mama and Papa.” 

Julies nylons flashed silkenly in the patches of 
sunlight as she left the car and joined him. She wore 
a neatly pleated brown dress that closely sheathed 
her lithe figure. The photographer in Warren could 
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hardly wait to get the lens of his camera focused 
on her. 

As he backed away, preparing to snap the shutter, 
Julie Daniels laughed. “Don’t let your wife see the 
film when it’s developed!” 

Warren grinned. “There’s not much likelihood of 
that. Bernice couldn’t be less interested in my hobby.” 
He clicked the shutter and wound the film for an¬ 
other shot. “This should be great. It’s a color film 
and with that contrast of the woods for a background, 
you should show up like a bewitching beauty of the 
limberlost!” 

“Warren?” 

“Hm?” 

“Why isn’t your wife here with you?” 

“Bernice doesn’t go in for roughing it. She has her 
own idea of fun—and this isn’t it.” 

“There’s more to it than that, isn’t there?” Julie 
turned and gazed up at die sky above the towering 
pines. “Another woman?” 

“No, nothing like that” Warren discounted his 
tempestuous experiences with blond Marion Roberts 
and his near-entanglement with golden-haired Karen 
Vincent. Both women were completely out of his 
life now. 

“What’s the fifty-cent word they use? Incompati¬ 
bility?” 

“That’s closer to it, I guess. Bernice thinks I should 
be satisfied to stay forever in the pattern our lives 
have taken. She doesn’t realize that things—and peo¬ 
ple—change.” 

“She must be very beautiful. Otherwise she would 
have lost you long ago. You said you’ve been married 
nearly seven years.” Julie turned and walked toward 
the section of woods where the full-grown buck had 
disappeared. 

Warren walked to overtake her and together they 
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continued into the forest surrounding the isolated 
wayside, he with his camera ready should there be 
an opportunity for a shot of the deer, 

“I think we may have lost each other now” War* 
ren told her most of the unpleasant details of the 
sudden flare-up in their marriage* including his sub¬ 
sequent junking of his business career and omitting 
only the sexual factors, which he considered too per¬ 
sonal to divulge to anyone. 

They paused near a fallen, slowly decaying and 
moss-coated tree trunk. Julie watched him lean 
against the broken-off deadfall, “If she loves you 
enough, she'll realize what she has done to your 
marriage. Shell admit that she has been selfish and 
unwise. No woman should ever try to keep a man 
tinder her thumb. Eventually that sort of pressure 
always backfires, Warren.” 

They were perhaps twenty yards off the road, 
Warren heard the hum of tires of a passing car al¬ 
though the brush was too thick for the highway to be 
discernible. 

He set his camera on the sloping trunk and reached 
for his cigarettes, "That’s why I came up here—to get 
my own thoughts put into some kind of order,” 

“So did I, After what happened in Chicago Friday, 
I had to get away from there ” 

“Want to tell me about it, Julie?” He extended the 
pack. Smoking in the dry timberlands was something 
that demanded caution. He lit their cigarettes and 
made a mental note to be sure they did not care¬ 
lessly discard any smouldering remnants. 

She removed the cigarette from between her full, 
deep-red lips and exhaled slowly before she said, 
“Frank s first wife had a sister. The sister was terribly 
upset when Frank married me. She's a widow, her* 
self. Her husband died about three years ago.” 
Warren nodded. “Of course she had her eye on 
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Frank. When he married you instead* she hated you 
for it” 

"Yes. Ramona accused me of being a—quote* 
cheap* scheming gold-digger after Frank's money* 
unquote. She inherited plenty from her own husband 
but she wanted more.” Julie smiled wanly, letting the 
smoke linger before filtering slowly from her nostrils, 
Warren kept on looking at her. His gaze went over 
her full breasts and lithesome thighs again. Maybe 
she had married for money—but he was damned sure 
that* while it had lasted, the man named Frank 
Daniels had received more than his money’s worth, 
"Ramona had contested my husbands new wili 
She came to my house yesterday—no, I mean Friday 
—because she had lost out in court/ 5 Julie said. She 
passed her hand over her forehead* obviously trou¬ 
bled by memories of the unpleasantness, "As bad 
luck would have it, I wasn’t alone when she barged 
in” 

“A man?” 

She nodded. "My lawyer. Floyd Rankin is almost 
as old as my husband was. There was absolutely noth¬ 
ing wrong with his being there; he had driven me 
home from the final hearing at probate court and we 
were just settling the matter of his fee,” 

"I think I can read between the lines. This jealous 
sister-in-law of your late husband hinted that there 
was more than money involved in the settlement be¬ 
tween you and your attorney.” 

"Not just hinted, Warren. She literally screamed 
at us—using some of the most vile, obscene accusa¬ 
tions that you could ever imagine. She—well, she 
wasn’t very nice. That’s why I packed some of my 
things and closed up the house ” Julie looked at him. 
"I thought that even one day of relaxation up here 
would help to clear my mind,” 

"Has it?” 
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She nodded* "I think it has* I intend to go back 
and sell the house. It’s much too big for me” 

“Then what will you—shhhl” Warren cautiously 
reached for his camera. He had heard the subtle 
crackle of movement in the brush to his left before 
he caught sight of the stately antlers of the buck It 
was a handsome twelve-pointer and the wind was in 
Warren's favor* 

He and Julie stood very still. The deer hesitated, 
then moved warily into the edge of the clearing until 
he was about forty feet away from them. Warren 
hastily clicked the shutter. 

At the almost inaudible sound, the nervous buck 
sprang forward and crashed through the dense under¬ 
growth, becoming lost amid the murkiness of the 
tract of timber, 

Julie Daniels smiled, still gazing at the spot where 
the deer had disappeared. "Did you get it? 

“I think so. It had to be fast. Deer are curious 
animals. That one sensed our presence but had to 
sneak out for a look-see.*' 

"They must have extraordinary senses,” 

"They do.” Warren shredded his cigarette after 
replacing the camera on the fallen tree trunk, 

Julie took a final drag on her cigarette and followed 
his example. She was grinding the shreds of burning 
tobacco beneath her shoe when she saw the ferns 
close beside her swish suddenly, 

"Ohl W-Whats that?” she cried, flinging herself 
into Warren*s arms for protection. It was purely an 
instinctive reaction and the tension left her body as 
a rabbit went zig-zagging through the brush, more 
frightened than she. 

Warren chuckled. His arms were around her and 
he could feel the rapid thuds of her heart beating. 
His grin of amusement faded when he looked down 
into her upturned face. Her dark blue eyes flickered 
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with tell-tale awareness of him. Her soft red lips 
trembled as she tried to think of something gay and 
meaningless to say that would conceal her emotions, 
obviously aroused by their close embrace, 

Warren kissed her. It was the last tiling he would 
have done had his masculine impulses not suddenly 
betrayed him. Her mouth was passive with shocked 
protest. Her hands pushed frantically at his shoulders. 
And then—Julie moaned low in her throat. Her lips 
stirred and she no longer tried to fend him off. Her 
arms returned, winding themselves around his neck, 
drawing their bodies tightly together. 

They sank to the warmth of the pine needles below 
the deadfall. Warren’s eager hands slipped inside her 
bodice and cupped her wildly surging flesh as their 
lips crushed together again, Julie allowed him to 
gently ease her to the earth. She lay on her back, her 
bosoms thrusting from confinement as his anxious 
caresses opened the dress and loosened her brassiere. 

“Warren! Oh, Warren . - ” 

His mouth grazed her pink flesh and fiercely she 
pressed his face against the warm, throbbing softness. 
His hands, exploring her heaving body, found her 
skill incredibly hot and moist. Impatiently he threw 
back her skirt so he could strip away the interfering 
silk of her pink panties. 

“Oh, Godr Warren marveled Ms breath coining 
in short, quick gasps. 

Julie Daniels lay writhing in exquisite pleasure* 
Warren Kyle took her with primitive passion. Her 
responses exploded in time to his, leaving them both 
collapsed limply beneath the sheltering shadows of 
the fallen trunk, each too blissf ully exhausted to speak 
or move. 

As they dressed, Warren looked at Julie. Her lovely 
features were still flushed and damp from their exer¬ 
tions, She saw him looking and she smiled quickly, 
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“I guess you know this nearly happened last 
night,” Warren said, his breathing still forced and his 
voice the husky growl it always was right after he 
experienced sexual satisfaction. "Rather, I nearly 
tried to make it happen last night. We both knew it 
might.” 

“We both knew better," Julie Daniels replied as 
she buttoned her dress with trembling fingers. She 
tossed her head so that her thick mass of reddish- 
brown hair flew back from her forehead. “This 
wouldn’t have happened to us. Not normally, War¬ 
ren. We both guarded against it—until that naughty 
jaekrabbit jumped out at me!” She laughed softly, her 
dark blue eyes unashamed. “Sorry? I’m not!” 

He shook his head. "Maybe we both needed some¬ 
thing like this anyway. You got rid of a ghost. I 
discovered that sex with another woman can be a 
mighty different than the so-called privilege my wife 
kept using to see that I stayed in line.” 

Warren picked up his camera. Hand in hand, they 
walked back to the car. Julie turned and stretched on 
tip-toes to kiss him before she slid into the front 
seat. “You were right," she said. “I was feeling more 
than a little haunted by my conscience. I think you 
know that Larry and I had an affair last summer 
while my husband was dying by inches in the cabin.” 

"I suspected it,” Warren admitted. He closed the 
door beside her and opened the rear door to place 
the camera back on the shelf, 

“You’ve helped me to realize that the physical 
aspects of a male-female relationship don’t necessarily 
have to be explained or justified—not as long as they 
don’t hurt anybody else,” Julie said as Warren got 
behind the wheel and started the engine. “Larry 
wasn’t my only—indiscretion. During those last 
months when Frank was confined to his bed, I— 
there were other men.” 
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“Do you think Frank would have wanted you to 
waste yourself?” 

Tulie’s smile belonged to a woman at peace witn 
herself and with the world. “I know he wouldn’t have 
wanted that.” She leaned her head against the back¬ 
rest and closed her eyes while he drove back to the 
resort high in the pines of the north woods. 
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13 


They smiled at each other over cocktails in Warren’s 
cabin that evening. Julie’s body was an ivory intrigue 
of contours and shadows through the filmy black 
negligee she wore. 

“Larry had this very same cabin last year,” she 
mused, her hips swaying as she slowly moved across 
the dimly lit room, her lips smiling reminiscently. 
“That’s another coincidence, isn’t it? Just as dis¬ 
covering that you and Larry were—are—friends and 
that you had worked together was quite a surprise 
to me.” 

“Larry is more of a fool than I think he is if he 
lets a gorgeous girl like you get away from him,” 
Warren said. He sipped unhurriedly at his martini, 
allowing new passion to seep through his senses as 
he looked at the shapely young redhead moving 
around the room. 

Julie laughed softly, turning toward him. “Just 
how gorgeous am I?” She posed for Warren. Her arms 
lifted and so did her ruby-capped breasts, thrusting 
against the sheer black fabric. Her long, supple 
legs were widely braced. With bold, calculated mis¬ 
chief gleaming in her eyes, she began a sensuous 
series of movements, rolling her hips and swaying 
her thighs in beckoning bumps and grinds that any 
burlesque queen would have taken pride in deliver¬ 
ing. 

Warren chuckled. He polished off the rest of his 
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drink in one fast toss that sent the potent liquor 
tumbling down his throat. He crossed the room and 
his hands slipped under the negligee to encompass 
her warm, pliant breasts* 

“They're so beautiful/* he murmured, watching the 
firm, pink flesh rise in response to his touch* “Why 
don’t you change your mind, Julie? You don’t have 
to leave tomorrow. We can have a whole week of —” 

“We won’t pretend with each other, Warren/' she 
said, nuzzling herself against him, her drink almost 
finished, her other hand finding its way into the folds 
of his bathrobe. “You like my body and I like yours. 
We helped each other today, Now were here to¬ 
gether because—well, because this is something we 
both wanted again. We aren't in love; we may never 
see each other after tonight. The longer we indulge 
ourselves like this, the more confused our emotions 
might become, Warren/' 

He bent forward and crushed his mouth over hers. 
The thudding moistness of her creamy, pink-tipped 
flesh pressed against his chest brought groans of 
pleasure from deep within him. She tensed as his 
hands shifted to course down her spine and fasten 
to her smooth, curving flanks, pulling her thighs 
hard against his* 

“I suppose you're right/' he said reluctantly, his 
words muffled by the contact of his lips moving 
across hers* “Then—if this is to be it for us—let's 
make the few hours we have left nothing but plain, 
uncomplicated funl 

“Mm, how—do you—spell that?" Julie Daniels 
sighed, willingly letting him guide her to the bed. 
She fell to the mattress, eagerly awaiting his pleas¬ 
ure* 

“You even talk like Larry sometimes," Warren 
said, grinning as he climbed on the bed to lie next 
to her. She shivered with wanton ecstasy when his 
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caresses roamed in joyously unrestrained explora¬ 
tion. 

“I think it’s because you remind me of Larry that 
I'm behaving like this,” whispered the quivering red¬ 
head. “You even have similar techniques.” 

Warren closed his eyes as his mouth came down 
on her lips and her aims pinned his naked chest to 
her breasts. Their intense, low sighs of pleasure were 
the only sounds in the room. His tongue roved with 
restless samplings of the sweetness of her mouth. 

It was funny. With his eyes shut, it was not a 
tempestuous redhaired widow named Julie Daniels 
to whom he was making such thrilling, violent love; 
the image of Bernice was there in her stead. His 
lovely, dark-haired bride had proved herself more 
capable of matching passion for passion with him— 
all during their honeymoon and throughout the next 
few wonderful years—than any other woman he had 
ever known. 

He knew that any woman with whom he might 
ever share sexual intimacies would be only a sub¬ 
stitute for Bernice; merely a less perfect imitation of 
her incomparable magnificence on a mattress. 

He opened his eyes. He saw that Julie was half- 
swooning with excitement and he increased his ef¬ 
forts, his loins trembling with pent-up fire. 

Julie’s upflung body bucked and shuddered as the 
fury of their united passion rocked their flushed, per¬ 
spiring flesh. She thrust her heaving bosoms upward 
and groaned and sobbed in utter relief as their thighs 
flattened together and his exploding ardor transferred 
itself to her. 

They maintained the most thrilling of all embraces 
man can share with woman for long minutes after¬ 
ward. Warren rested his full weight atop her limp, 
unmoving body. He raised his head and grinned his 
weary appreciation down at Julie Daniels. 

100 



“You—need a husband,” he muttered fondly. He 
leaned over and brushed her lips with his. ^ou 
should never have married an old man. That was 
your only real mistake,” 

<£ Um, lets not talk,” she whispered lazily, “No — 
don't move yet.” She brushed her full, moist lips 
across his damp cheek. “This was—better than it was 
there in the woods. I really let myself go this time, 

“And howl Seriously, Julie, Don't send Larry 
Richert away if he comes back. You need a man like 
him,” 

She sighed, “No, I don't, I need a husband—not 
just a lusty, vigorous, young lover to keep putting out 
the fire as you just did.” 

“Marriage would be good for Larry.” Warren 
chuckled again. He was thinking that this was a 
helluva time for him to be making a big sales pitch 
on behalf of another male. He knew that the good^ 
looking young man they were discussing would not 
appreciate his efforts under the circumstances; Larry 
Richert was not so urbane and tolerant that he would 
be pleased if he knew how friendly his redhaired 
girl friend and Warren had become, 

Julie Daniels pouted prettily as Warren shoved 
himself up from her but she smiled when he flopped 
down beside her on the bed. 

“You know that—and I know that ” she finally 
said, turning her face toward him, “The trouble is, 
Larry doesn't know it. There's only one way I would 
be able to lure him into a proposal and that would be 
by lying to him and saying I was pregnant,” 

“You intend to send him away again if he comes 
back?” 

“Yes, Tonight is the end of an era for me, Warren/ 
Her eyes met and held his gaze, their heads resting 
on the same pillow. She reached out and gently 
stroked the lean ridge of his jaw. “When I leave here 
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in the morning, Im leaving behind all of the past. 
Including tonight. When I do meet another man—a 
man who doesn’t want just the frosting and none of 
the cake—I’ll be able to look him straight in the eyes 
and tell him that when I become his wife, it will be 
with the knowledge that I can be a good wife, that 
he won’t have to worry about other men.” 

Warren admired her for that. He did not doubt for 
a moment that she would be able to live up to the 
quiet pledge she had just made—or that before long 
some lucky guy would latch onto the fiery passion 
and fresh young beauty that were hers to give to a 
husband. 

They shared one more hour of reckless, uncluttered 
love-making in his cabin before she kissed him good¬ 
bye and stole back into the night. 

He did not know exactly when Julie left. It must 
have been very early the next morning because her 
car was gone when he awoke and looked outside at 
the first dim glow of the hazy dawn. 
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The telephone was ringing when Warren Kyle un¬ 
locked the fourth-floor apartment and walked in with 
his luggage. He quickly set down his things and 
hurried across the living room. 

The voice of the caller that late Sunday night—a 
week after his farewell to Julie Daniels—was that of 
Ira Beckman. 

“Where in Hades have you been, Warren?” de¬ 
manded the plant superintendent, relief in his voice. 
“I’ve been trying to get you all week,” 

“I just this minute got back from my vacation up 
north, Ira. What’s all the excitement?” 

“Arthur Quandt is being transferred to Denver. 
He leaves early next week." 

“So?” 

“So you’re supposed to take his job here!” 

‘1—I’m— whatF’ Warren frowned at the receiver 
as if it had just emitted sheer madness. 

“That’s what I said. Now listen. Arthur may have 
been a rotten egg in many respects but he was a 
damned good joe about what happened down at the 
office just before you hauled freight.” 

“Whoa, Ira! Slow down, will you? This is either a 
helluva punk joke or—■” 

“It’s no joke. I’m coming over there right now.” 

“Sure, come ahead but—■” Warren realized that he 
was talking into the drone of nothingness that was a 
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severed connection. He slowly cradled the receiver 
and shook his head in baffled wonder. 

It was nearly ten-thirty when Ira Beckman entered 
the apartment and shook hands with Warren. 

“Your wife couldn’t remember the name of the 
resort you phoned to for reservations/’ said the gaunt, 
gray-haired shop superintendent, accepting a ciga¬ 
rette before the two men sat down opposite each 
other in the living room. “I had one heck of a job 
locating her when Arthur called me in last Tuesday 
and broke the news. He asked me to find you and I 
tried everything I could think of. The telephone 
records showed you had called Minoqua but there 
must be hundreds of resorts in that area.” 

“Where was Bernice? Still staying with her par¬ 
ents?” 

“No, she was staying here but she was never home 
when I—■* Ira Beckman broke off and looked seriously 
at the younger man. "Oh. I thought she sounded sort 
of funny when I finally did find her in. A little family 
spat, huh? Think nothing of it. Edith and I have 
them, too, every so often—and we’ve been spliced 
three times longer than you and Bernice.” 

Warren let it go at that. He wondered where his 
wife was at that moment. If she had returned to the 
apartment, she should have been home by this hour. 
It was too late to be chasing around Milwaukee by 
herself—or was she by herself? The question did not 
improve his restless mood, He had decided the time 
had come for total truth between them. There could 
be only one set of standards guiding his future. His. 
If Bernice chose to go her own way rather than ac¬ 
cept that fact, she could ask for her freedom. 

“Start again about this shake-up in the company,” 
Warren finally said. “Arthur Quandt was notified he 
was taking over the Denver operation?” 

“Right As works manager. It’s something he has 
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been bucking for for years. He was promised a shot 
at it by Cliff Malbem more than five years ago. His 
wife is bothered with sinus trouble and they both 
liked it out there when they flew out for the plant 
opening five or six years ago.” 

“Why me? After the way I walked out and told 
him to go to hell, there isn’t any reason for him to 
drop the management of this branch into my lap.” 

Ira Beckman grinned. “Yeah, he told me about that. 
I don’t think he recommended you because he loves 
you. He had to come up with someone to replace 
him here—otherwise there would be no move to 
Denver for him and his wife. Somebody else would 
have been picked.” 

“What about you?” 

“I’m a machinist, Warren. I’ve got the job I want 
You can have the glory and the grief of running the 
show.” 

“You turned it down?” 

The older man shook his head. “Arthur knows I’m 
right where I belong. He didn’t offer it to me.” 

“I don’t t hin k I want it either," Warren said quiet¬ 
ly. He saw amazement flicker across Ira Beckman's 
amiable, weathered features. 

“Don’t be a knucklehead. You know what it pays 
—what with bonuses and profit-sharing? Close to 
twenty thousandl Hell, man! That’s double what 
you were gettingl” 

Warren could not sit still. He stood up and prowled 
across the living room while Ira Beckman sat on the 
sofa, watching him. 

Disregard die money. Warren told himself that as 
he walked to the darkened windows. T hink about the 
job itself. Do you want it? What about that small¬ 
town photography studio? He thought about the 
challenge of running the show. He and Ira worked 
well together. With Ira handling production and 
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himself directing the administrative functions* they 
could really do a job. And what about all those years 
he had put in? His efforts were just beginning to pay 
off* 

“I phoned Arthur after I called you/ 5 Ira Beckman 
said* “He was relieved to know that you turned up. 
He will be looking for you first thing in the morning. 
Cliff Malbern and some of the other front-office brass 
are flying in late tomorrow afternoon* They’ll spend 
Tuesday here. Arthur is scheduled to go out on 
Wednesday. You can see that there just isn’t time to 
futz around/’ 

Warren turned from the windows as the older man 
stood up and ambled toward the ashtray on the end 
table. He watched Ira put out his cigarette. 

“IT be in tomorrow morning/’ Warren said. “That 
isn’t saying I*ve decided anything/’ he added when 
he saw a pleased grin light Ira’s face. 

“Sleep on it—or try to sleep while you count those 
thousand-dollar bills instead of sheep*” Ira chuckled. 
He stood aside so Warren could snub out his own 
cigarette* then gave Warren s shoulder a friendly 
squeeze and walked toward the door. “Patch things 
up with Bernice when she gets home. I think she 11 
feel better when she learns about your lack upstairs,” 

Warren walked to the door with his friend, “You 
didn’t tell her?” 

Ira shook his head. “I figured that could be your 
pleasure.” He clapped Warrens shoulder again, 
grinned his good night and left. 

It was too much to get used to so fast. Warren 
lit another cigarette. He went into the kitchen and 
started making a batch of martinis. How could a man 
be a bnm one minute and a hero the next? He had 
come home reasonably sure of his course of action— 
but that was when he had thought himself out of a 
job. 
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Warren Kyle carried the pitcher and glass into the 
living room. He surveyed the expensive apartment. It 
was nice* Yet he was not any more comfortable in it 
than he had been in the rustic cabin at The Northern 
Lights Resort. It was Bernice who went in for fancy 
trappings* She had more clothes than she could ever 
use. Recently she had been talking about buying a 
car* She argued that nearly all of her girl friends had 
cars of their own and that it was inconvenient as well 
as embarrassing to have to depend on her friends 
for transportation. 

He was glancing at his watch again when the door 
opened. It was five minutes after eleven and Bernice 
was laughing softly at something the slim man with 
the clipped British accent said as he folowed her 
through the doorway. 

Bernice Kyle and Howard Roberts stopped and 
stared across the room at the big, unsmiling man 
standing near the sofa with a drink in his hand. 

Then Howard Roberts smiled, saying, “What hoi 
The prodigal has returned. How are you, Kyle, old 
chap?” 

“Pip-pip and all that rot,” Warren mocked, his con¬ 
tempt undisguised. He stared back at the tall, beauti¬ 
ful brunette wearing a mink wrap over a blue eve¬ 
ning dress. 

Bernice moistened her lips. “We were at a party— 
Jack Renwald’s birthday party. He was very sur¬ 
prised. Helen hadn’t told him a thing.” 

Howard Roberts flashed a quick look at each of 
them. “Have a jolly vacation, Kyle?’* 

“That martini looks like a good idea* Ill mix some 
more,” Bernice said, fast recovering from her initial 
uneasiness* She crossed the room, picked up the 
empty pitcher and smilingly reached for the glass 
Warren had drained. 
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Warren let her take it. “No more drinks for me. 
We have some talking to do.” 

Bernice walked toward the kitchen. “Later, War¬ 
ren,” she casually evaded. 

Howard Roberts grinned cautiously when he found 
himself alone in the living room with the bigger man. 
“Bernice has been quite the lost soul since you went 
up north, y’know,” he observed. He had not been 
asked to sit down but he did so anyway. “Marion and 
I have done what we could to fill in her time but—* 

“Is that all you tiled to fill in?” 

A startled flush flooded across the playboy’s face. 
“Surely, you can’t think that—■” 

“Why not? You’ve been thinking it for months. I 
imagine Bernice told you of how I accused her of 
having an affair with you. Didn’t she? Speak up, 
Roberts! Don’t just sit there with egg on your face!” 

“Why, uh, yes. She, uh, did explain about the, ah, 
misunderstanding. Look here, old man—let me as¬ 
sure you that nothing of the sort ever has or ever will 
happen!” 

Warren knew that his blunt attack had caught the 
nervously fidgeting man offguard. Warren also knew 
that he never would have dared to put his feelings 
into such direct terms a month previously. 

“As long as I’m her husband, Bernice isn’t going 
to be alone with you again—and no more of those 
too-too intimate phone calls and rendezvous for golf 
lessons and the like, either.” 

“Why, uh, I—we didn’t realize you felt so— 
strongly about our friendship, That’s all it really is, 
y’know, Kyle.” Howard Roberts looked like a little 
boy who had been caught in the act of swiping a 
cookie. He anxiously fingered his neatly trimmed 
mustache and tried to grin innocently into Warren’s 
bleak, unrelenting features. 

They had spoken in low voices. Bernice evidently 
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was unaware of what had transpired because she was 
smiling serenely when she returned with a trio of 
martinis on a tray. Howard Roberts gratefully took 
one of the drinks. He looked in need of it. 

Warren shook his head negatively as the com¬ 
posed, smiling brunette turned to offer him a martini, 
"I told you I didn’t want another drink.” 

Bernice laughed softly. “You’ve told me that lots 
of times but you never refuse. Come on, Warren. Join 
us for this nightcap,” she coaxed. 

He nearly reached for the drink. It seemed such a 
trivial matter. Then he shook his head again. Losing 
even a small test of wills with Bernice could lead to 
eventual capitulation again. 

“Let Howard have it. He looks as if he can use 
another one.” 

Bernice noticed the other man’s unnatural uncer¬ 
tainty. She glanced swiftly from Howard Roberts to 
Warren. “What did you say to him?” she whispered 
angrily, her eyes clouding with suspicion. 

Howard Roberts gulped the rest of Iris martini and 
arose from the chair. "I really have to go. Good night, 
both of you.” He was at the door before Bernice 
reacted to his sudden decision to leave. 

“Just a moment, Howard 11 want to know what was 
said in here!” 

“I can tell you that,” Warren said. He looked 
down into her accusing, dark blue eyes. “I told him 
to stay away from you 

“Warrenl You—didn’t?” 

“You got the message, didn’t you, Roberts?” 

Howard Roberts opened the door. “Yes. Quite 
clearly.” He gave Benaice one final, regretful look and 
then left the apartment. 

There was a long moment of frozen silence. Ber¬ 
nice stood tautly staring at the door Howard Roberts 
had just closed. The faint crimson flush that tinted 
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her lovely cheeks flared into wrathful indignation as 
she whirled to confront Warren* 

The martini glasses slid precariously across the 
tray and some of the liquor spilled out as Bernice 
pivoted* She opened her mouth to make a sharp re¬ 
buke but decided against it and stalked haughtily 
past him and into the kitchen with the tray. Warren 
was damned if he would chase after her or make any 
attempt to justify himself* Let them think he was an 
ill-mannered boor. He couldn t care less. 

He was still standing in the center of the living 
room when his wife returned and looked at him 
coldly. 

“I came back because my father insisted upon it. 
He and mother had a big argument about us " Ber¬ 
nice said. "It was the first difference of opinion that 
my father ever won. He said that you needed me now 
more than youVe ever needed me before. I told him 
I was willing to come back and have you tell me that 
he was right, that you do need me. But he was wrong 
—as usual'—wasn’t he, Warren?" 

Perhaps he had misjudged the older man. Bernice 
and her mother, combined, were a formidable foe to 
argue with about anything. His opinion of his father- 
in-law went up a few notches. 

“No, he was right. I need a wife, Bernice. X don t 

need a warden." 

She drew back as though he had slapped her. 
‘What has come over you these past few weeks? 
Why are you treating me like this? 

“Like what?" 

Bernice turned away from him. “You know perfect¬ 
ly well how inconsiderate youVe become. X don t 
see any use in further discussion until you get over 
this beastly mood you re in." 

Warren rushed after her. He grabbed her and spun 
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her around, to face him, “You’ll stay and listen until 
I’m through talking!” 

She slapped him. The stinging blow on his cheek 
left the vivid imprint of her hand. Suddenly Bernice 
looked frightened as well as angry. “I will not be 
manhandled—not by you or anyone!” she warned in 
a low, sharp-edged voice. 

Warren had involuntarily relinquished his hold 
on her shoulders. He stared down at her. His voice 
was dangerously quiet when he said, “Don’t ever 
play lion-tamer with me again, Bernice. Slap me like 
that once more and you’re apt to get it back.” 

She saw that he was not kidding. Further hints of 
unsettled fear Bickered in her eyes but she sniffed 
defiantly. “You would hit me, wouldn’t you? I agree 
with you about one thing. We should talk. I refuse 
to go on with this—this hostile farce our marriage 
has become,” 

“Amen to that. I’ve more than had it, too. No 
more senseless parties and pretending to like that 
worthless bunch of perfumed and pedigreed hypo¬ 
crites,” 

“I presume you’re referring to my friends.” Ber¬ 
nice smiled scathingly. “If you knew what some of 
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“Well, I earel Jack and Helen Renwald think it was 
perfectly terrible that you went off to sulk in the 
woods and left me here alone by myself. Jack belongs 
to the same lodge as your Mr. Arthur Quandt and 
they had a talk after their meeting last week. Mr. 
Quandt told Jack that you impressed him as being 
on the verge of a nervous breakdown.” 

Warren grinned mirthlessly. “Naturally you agreed 
with their diagnosis.” 

“I think you’ve gone completely berserk.” 


Ill 



“Thank you.” 

“What else can I think? There was even talk about 
you and some corn-fed blonde who works in the 
office running off together. Do you deny being seen 
with a girl named Karen Vincent?” 

“Hm, lets see now.” Warren scratched the side 
of his head, pretending to be searching his memory, 
his grin deliberately infuriating. “Karen—Karen . , * 
He shrugged. “Which girl was she? It's getting tough 
to keep track ” 

Bernice stiffened. Her patrician nose quivered with 
outrage. “I won't be laughed at!” 

“Oil, yes. Karen. She's the well-built blonde I 
lunched with the day before I went on vacation. A 
very nice girl. Very nice.” 

“Is it also true that you resigned from your job?” 
Bernice was trembling with faintly suppressed rage, 
her dark blue eyes seedling with scornful indict¬ 
ments, 

Warren's gaze dipped to the furious, rapid up¬ 
heaval of her bosom beneath the blue gown. Tins 
was not the calm, rational discussion between a 
mature man and his wife that he had wanted, 

“Suppose I told you that fm taking whatever 
money I can scrape together and getting into my own 
business?” he queried, trying to steer their conversa¬ 
tion into more unemotional channels, his forced grin 
fading into serious intent. 

He walked over and sat down on the sofa. Bernice 
continued to stand, aloof and disdainful, near the en¬ 
trance to the bedroom hallway. Finally she said, 
“Then it is true? You have quit, thrown away your 
career.” 

“Which did you marry, Bernice—a man or a robot 
you could control? Is a job with a fancy paycheck 
and all it can buy more important to you than I am?” 

“I know what sort of a business you've decided to 
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sacrifice our standard of living for. You’ll fail as a 
photographer, Warren,” she said, walking over to 
stand above him like an ominous prophetess of doom. 
“You’ll fail miserably. If you lacked the ability to 
make a success of your office career, you most cer¬ 
tainly can’t succeed at something you know so little 
about.” 

“I was In the army signal corps, re mem b err I also 
took all the photography courses at college.” 

“Which you yourself said you were only average 
at,” Bernice coldly reminded him. “Besides, that was 
a iong time ago. You’ve forgotten most of what you 
did leam. Methods have changed. I knew then that 
you couldn’t possibly support us as a small-town pho¬ 
tographer—and you most assuredly couldn’t^ earn 
even the barest essentials of a living at it now.” 

Warren winced inwardly. The hell of it was that 
Bernice was not all wrong. He bad not been an ex¬ 
ceptional artist with a camera. His mastery of pho¬ 
tographic techniques and processes was mediocre 
although he had always told himself that he would 
improve with practice once he had his own studio. 

"Whatever I do will be my decision,” he said. He 
stared up at her. Suddenly she seemed like a stranger, 
a beautiful but hostile stranger. “I don’t need the sort 
of encouragement you’ve just so loyally provided, 
Bernice. If you want out, just say so.” 

She refused to give in to the tears rising to her 
eyes. She turned away from him. “1 won’t starve in 
the grubby back rooms behind some ramshackle 
photo studio.” 

He could have told her about the great opportunity 
with Malbem Metals Corporation that was his for 
the taking. She would have uttered a happy cry and 
rushed into his arms. But Warren did not want that. 
If Bernice had to be bribed, if her love had to be 
bought and paid for, then she was not a wife—-and 
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she had lived with him as a legalized kept woman 
for almost seven years. 

Warren left the sofa and started for the bedroom. 
“I’m moving into a downtown hotel,” he said quietly, 
pausing in the hallway entrance to look at her. Her 
back was turned to him and her shoulders rigid be¬ 
neath the clinging blue dress. 

“That’s your decision? To walk out on me again?” 
she indicted in a muffled voice. “Go right ahead. You 
needn’t expect to find me here after tonight.” 

“Back home to momma so you can tell her what a 
beast I’ve been again?” 

Bernice turned around then. There were tears in 
her eyes but she held her head high and her low 
voice was firm. “No, Warren,” she said, spacing her 
words evenly. “I’m going to divorce you.” 


Fear came to her eyes when Warren Kyle turned 
completely around and began stalking deliberately 
toward her. 

“You’ll need grounds for a divorce,” he said grim¬ 
ly, all of his bottled-up anger and bitter disillusion¬ 
ment boiling violently to the surface. 

“Warren!” Bernice backed away from him, her 
breasts heaving spasmodically against her blue gown 
and her eyes wide with dismay. 

“How about calling it extreme mental and physical 
cruelty?” he growled. His right hand shot out. His 
fingers grabbed the front of her expensive dress and 
gave the fabric a savage yank, ripping it from her 
nude, white shoulders. 

“Stop it! Warren!” 

“I’ve only just started!” he gritted, hot lust flood¬ 
ing across all other emotions. Roughly he hauled 
Bernice toward him. His hands stripped the tom blue 
dress down over her writhing, struggling body and 
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flicked away her bra and parities despite her panting, 
tearful protests, 

“This is rapel Y-you—can't force me to submit 
—Warren, pleasel” 

He flung his wife onto the bed so forcibly that her 
naked body bounced. Then he coldly began to re¬ 
move his jacket although his desire to punish her 
with bruising passion flamed into a sizzling im¬ 
mediacy. 

‘That's what Tve tried to do all these years,” War¬ 
ren muttered. Tve tried to please you, to become 
another polished, elegant puppet like the other imita¬ 
tions of men in that so-called socially elite set of 
bums and jewelry-bedecked bitches you seem to pre¬ 
fer to a fare-thee-welll Now you're going to please 
me for once in that vain, selfish life of yours T 

The tall, full-breasted brunette rolled frantically 
off the opposite side of the bed, her dark blue eyes 
blazing with wrath, “That’s right! Blame me for your 
own inadequacies! I didn't think that even you could 
sink to this low, debased level!” 

Warren grinned across the mattress at his unclad 
wife. It was a cruel, wolfish grin through which his 
burning gaze took in her pink-tipped bosoms and 
defenseless white thighs. 

"You found out early in our marriage that I could 
be handled, Bernice. I was so used to being told what 
to do and how and when to do it that it was easy for 
you to steer me in whatever direction you wanted our 
lives to point,” 

“You must have someone to blame, mustn't you, 
Warren?” She had lost her fear. She forgot her nudity 
and the purpose of his return to the bedroom. She re¬ 
garded him with accusing disdain, her superb breasts 
rising and falling in scorn. “Why do you think that 
what has happened to our marriage is my fault? 
Other men credit their wives for their successes I But 
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no, not youl You snivel and whine about living a life 
you never wanted—but face facts, Warrenl I didn’t 
force you to marry me I I didn’t force you to do any¬ 
thing—all I’ve done is to make decisions for us dur¬ 
ing these years when you lacked the courage to make 
them yourselfl” 

He did not want to hear any more. He rushed 
around the bed, blocking her quick effort to rake at 
him with her clawed fingernails, trapping both her 
wrists and pulling her forcibly down to the mattress. 
Her outraged gasps continued as she kicked and 
squirmed, striving in vain to prevent his pinning her 
on her back. 

“Y-you’ve—become a—a beast! A vile, savage mad¬ 
man!” Bernice shrieked, wincing as one of his hard, 
insolent hands went to her bosom and the other hand 
drove rudely between her tightly clenched knees. 

“If its—rape—you want—it’s rape you’ll—get!” 
Warren muttered thickly. 

She lay woodenly beneath his weight. Her dark 
brown hair was swirled in disheveled chaos on the 
pillow and her full red lips trembled with thinly 
suppressed outrage and humiliation. 

Warren was dimly aware of his wife’s loathing and 
complete lack of response but it did not make any 
difference. He was not doing this for pleasure-—and 
when the torrid experiment ended with the drained 
collapse of his frienzied assault, Warren hurriedly 
pushed himself off her body and reached down for 
his clothing. 

He felt remorseful shame replace passion. He 
forced himself to look down at the silent, motionless 
woman on the mattress. “Thanks a lot,” he said 
hoarsely. “Thanks—for nothing.” 

“What did you expect?” Bernice answered. Her 
voice was low and stifled. Her long, dark lashes were 
drawn over her eyes so she did not have to look at 
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him. Her full, round busts were marred by the 
reddened imprints left by his clutching fingers. 

“That’s exactly what I expected. Nothing/* Warren 
said dully. He was dressing as fast as he could. There 
had been enough hurt and sordidness for one night. 
For a lifetime. Now he was anxious only to leave, to 
get out of there before there was more pain and 
further abuses that he would have to remember. 

“Up until tonight I didn’t know what to do*" she 
said in the same quiet, lifeless tone. Her eyes were 
still closed, TT1 thank you now, Warren. Thanks for 
helping to reveal how shallow and pointless our love 
for each other has been,* 

“I loved you when we were married* he said, “I 
loved you more than I thought I could ever love 
anyone; more than I should have, I guess.” He 
reached for his coat “That love I had was almost 
worship, Bernice, Maybe that was the trouble. I 
tried so hard to please you, to be the sort of a hus¬ 
band I thought you wanted, that I lost my own 
identity.* 

Her eyes opened then. She stared down the length 
of her naked body that he had used with such bitter 
vengeance, “Where will you be staying, Warren? 
You could stay here. As soon as I wash away this last 
memory of what you call love, YU dress and gather 
up some of my things. Perhaps I will go back and 
stay with my parents. I can't stay here now—not 
after this.” 

He felt increasing shame for his barbaric behavior. 
He masked it with an indifferent shrug. “I couldn’t 
stay here either. Probably for the same reason that 
you can’t. Too many memories,” He smiled, half-way 
intending it for an apology, as he took one final look 
at her, spread in limp defeat on the bed. 

He looked with a sense of empty loss at the ripe 
voluptuousness of her full breasts and dark, satiny 

117 



loins. Bernice had the most beautiful body of any 
female he had yet encountered and he had lots of 
priceless memories of their sweetest hours together. 
She was capable of great passion. Often they had 
achieved heights of glorious sensual pleasure which 
he had never attained with any other woman—and 
probably never would. 

More than that, Bernice had loved him—possibly 
with the same depth and intensity of his love for her. 
They had made their most serious mistake by not 
sitting down together and talking out their differences 
just as soon as those variations had developed in their 
concepts of what their marriage should be. If they 
had only compromised and adjusted. If they had just 
brought matters to a head between them years ago 
when he had first discovered dissatisfaction and 
resentment building up inside of him . . . 

“You will let me know if you do leave the city to 
start a new career somewhere else, won't you?” Ber¬ 
nice sat up on the bed, her expression strained but 
her usual composure rapidly returning. “There will 
be papers we’ll both have to sign, you know—some 
sort of a mutual release, I imagine—since marriage is 
a contract.” 

Warren knew that they were each trying to cover 
up disillusion and hurt. He nodded. “I’ll be staying 
at the hotel a few blocks from the office. You can 
have whomever you select as an attorney send over 
any papers you want me to sign.” 

He was walking toward the hallway beyond the 
bedroom when her voice reached him. “Good luck 
in whatever you do, Warren. No point in our parting 
as enemies, is there?” 

“You have a right to hate me. I’m not very proud 
of myself tonight—the last night we’U ever be to¬ 
gether in a bedroom, Bernice." He kept on walking. 
“For whatever it’s worth, I’m sorry. And I hope 
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you’ll find real happiness after it’s all over and we’re 
both free to try to make something out of the broken 
pieces. Goodbye, Bernice.” 

Driving away from the apartment building, Warren 
Kyle felt tired and incomplete. He knew that a great 
chunk of his heart had been chipped off when he 
walked out the door and into the darkness. 
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Arthur Quandt sat down behind his desk again 
after having arisen to shake hands with the tall, dark¬ 
haired man in the blue suit who had entered his 
office. 

“I’m glad that Ira finally located you, Warren. We 
have lots to go over together, Before we do, let’s get 
the air cleared between us,” candidly suggested the 
older executive. He removed his glasses and frowned 
down at the blotter on his desk. Brad Gorman 
shouldn’t have been kept on here. You should have 
had that promotion to assistant general manager a 
month ago. Even before that, actually. That was 
my mistake. One of them, anyway. 

Warren Kyle had been gazing out through the sun¬ 
lit windows behind the fleshy, gray-haired man at 
the desk. It was a cool, sunny Monday morning—a 
day very similar to that time centuries ago when he 
and Julie Daniels had left the car in that secluded 
forest reserve wayside and— 

Warren stopped thinking about it. He nodded, 
meeting the older man s look as Arthur Quandt re¬ 
placed his glasses. “Mine was in blowing my top, in 
not coming in and telling you how I felt instead of 
just standing by and watching Gorman crowd me 
out of the picture.” 

“He’s back in Minneapolis, now. I thought it best 
to request the transfer. ’ Arthur Quandt lit a cigarette 
and casually added, “Karen Vincent is up there with 
him. They were married last week, I understand. 
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Warren smiled, “Good, I'm glad it worked out 
that way" 

“I believe you really are/' The heavier man ex¬ 
pelled a long breath as if relieved that that phase 
of their talk was over. He grinned again, “There's 
something else you may be glad to hear. Larry 
Richert is coming back with us/' 

Warren sat up straighter in his chair across the 
desk from the now-affable general manager. “Larry? 
What about that garage business he bought?" 

“When he drove up here last week, he told me that 
he had discovered it was too much of a grind. Too 
much routine. He went back to see if the oil company 
could help him find another buyer for his lease of the 
station." 

This was something Warren Kyle had not expected. 
Larry had left in mid-August It was now nearly die 
end of October. His independence had lasted for a 
little more than two months. 

“When is he supposed to report back?" 

Arthur Quandt flicked cigarette ashes into the 
wide bronze tray. “The first of November. If he hasn't 
located a buyer by that time, he said that he would 
let the oil company worry about keeping it open.” 

That sounded like the brash, spur-of-the-moment 
young guy. Warren was genuinely sorry that Larry’s 
dream had not materialized. Yet, if he decided to 
stay on with the company, he would be darned glad 
to have Larry Richert back in harness with him. 

They talked and went over some of the pending 
business files together, breaking off at noon to have 
lunch at one of the better restaurants. Tliat after¬ 
noon Ira Beckman was called in and the three of 
them spent several hours running through produc¬ 
tion schedules and labor problems. The union con¬ 
tract would be coming up for renewal right after the 
first of the year. It was the general manager of the 
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Milwaukee branch who represented the corporation 
at such times and Warren found himself in accord 
with the thinkin g of the two other men on the major 
issues to be negotiated. 

Warren Kyle and Arthur Quandt were on hand at 
the airport when the flight from Cleveland, bearing 
four home-office executives, touched down. Clifford 
Malbem was the president and spokesman for the 
vast industrial enterprise named after his grand¬ 
father but Warren knew that it was slim, dis¬ 
tinguished-looking Norman Hunt who controlled the 
firm by virtue of being majority stockholder and 
chairman of the board. 

The group dined together that evening. Norman 
Hunt expressed mild surprise when he learned that 
Warren was staying at the same hotel where he and 
his associates had reserved suites. 

“You are married, aren’t you?” smilingly inquired 
the soft-voiced man as they walked across the hotel 
lobby to the waiting elevator behind Cliff Malbem 
and the pair of vice-presidents flanking him. 

Warren returned the older man’s keen-eyed smile. 
“It seemed more practical to stay here for a few 
days,” he explained. “This hotel is closer to the office 
and with the odd hours I have to put in this week, I 
couldn’t see disrupting my wife’s domestic routines.” 

Norman Hunt appeared to be satisfied by this 
explanation. He and the other men nodded their 
pleasant good-nights when Warren left the elevator at 
his floor. 

Tuesday was crammed with meetings. Warren was 
introduced to the foremen, supervisors and depart¬ 
ment heads as Arthur Quandt s replacement at the 
helm of the local branch. He was interviewed by 
reporters and congratulated by other business execu¬ 
tives at the farewell dinner that evening. 

While Arthur Quandt and his plumpish, still-pretty 
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wife were being toasted and wished well by the others 
present at the banquet tables, Norman Hunt lowered 
his drink and turned to look at Warren. 

“You don’t seem particularly enthusiastic about 
any of this. A bit afraid of so much sudden respon¬ 
sibility, Warren?” 

Again Warren Kyle realized how perceptive and 
intelligent the quiet-mannered man was. Norman 
Hunt preferred the background. He never asserted 
his authority or flaunted nis wealth and prestige. He 
did not have to. He was a man who had proven to 
his own satisfaction that he could deliver the goods 
and accomplish whatever he set out to do. Warren 
admired the slight, forthright man. He found himself 
liking Norman Hunt as a person as well as respect¬ 
ing him for his position of leadership. 

“No, it isn’t that ” Warren said. He wanted to be 
just as forthright. “I didn’t know if I wanted Arthur’s 
job here.” He grinned, toying with his cocktail glass. 
“I still don’t know.” 

“Let’s take our drinks away from all this clamor, 
shall we?” Norman Hunt arose from his chair and 
moved away from the crowded, noise-filled dining 
room. The dinner was being held at a hotel which 
catered to such functions and tire two men entered 
the adjoining bar where they took an empty, green- 
leather lounge booth and smiled at each other across 
the table. 

“About what you do want,” Norman Hunt pleasant¬ 
ly prompted. He accepted a cigarette from Warren 
and waited until they both had lights. “I would be 
interested if you care to tell me about your ambi¬ 
tions.” 

Warren inhaled, meditating on the older man’s 
question. What did he want? Somehow the thought 
of owning a small-town photography studio had lost 
some of its shining desirability. He knew now that 
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he could do It, He could keep the Milwaukee branch 
plant and office running until another man replaced 
him. Then he could take the plunge just as Larry 
Richer! had done* 

*T always thought I wanted a business of my own,” 
Warren said* He watched the other man's lean, sensi¬ 
tive features for any show of skepticism or amuse¬ 
ment* He saw only sincere interest. He told Norman 
Hunt about his attraction to photography as a boy 
and how he had nourished the desire for that sort of 
a career all through the years* 

The man opposite him nodded in understanding 
when Warren finished. “I have a son who will be 
graduating from college in another two years. Jerry 
has won quite a number of amateur photography 
awards. He intends to become an attorney but I’ve 
tried to encourage him to follow his major interests 
rather than attempt to conform to what he feels his 
mother and 1 expect of him,” 

“He sounds as if he has real talent. Ym not that 
good with a camera* I never would be,” Warren said. 
“The best I could hope for would be an average in¬ 
come as a run-of-the-mill photographer*” 

“You’re a top-flight organizer, Warren. That's a 
creative talent many men fail to recognize; the 
ability to hold hundreds of men and women together 
in a harmonious, efficient, productive unit.” 

It was a new thought for the younger man. He let 
it soak in while he finished Ins drink. Warren smiled. 
“I think that what I have to puzzle out is whether 
I would prefer being a so-so photographer or another 
Arthur Quandt,” 

“Don't sell Arthur short. He has his faults, as we 
all do, but he and the men like him have lived lives 
they can take pride in. Think of the men and women 
who wouldn't have jobs if Arthur Quandt hadn't 
pulled this branch operation out of the red twelve 
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years ago* Did you know that Clifford Malbem 
Senior gave Arthur a year to effect a salvage? If he 
hadn’t done a whale of a job in cutting costs and in¬ 
creasing production efficiency, there wouldn't be a 
Milwaukee subsidiary today/' 

That was something else Warren had not known. 
He could not argue the fact that the job he was taking 
over was immeasurably more challenging than trying 
to get an uncooperative baby to smile for a portrait. 
Furthermore, he could not overlook the opportunity 
to be useful, to serve others as well as himself, in 
the career as a business leader, 

“I have some personal problems that have to be 
worked out before I can make a final choice/' War¬ 
ren said, meeting Norman Hunt's eyes after he 
crushed out his cigarette, “It wasn't only for the sake 
of convenience that I moved to the hotel/' 

The older man showed no surprise, “My first wife 
divorced me nearly thirty years ago,” he said quietly. 
He displayed no remorse or bitterness. His voice car¬ 
ried only the calm statement of fact, “She couldn't— 
or wouldn’t—understand that a marriage has to keep 
growing in stature if it’s to survive and flourish. I 
was a carpenter, working with my father and 
brothers, when we were married. Then, after my 
father died and my brothers took jobs with other 
builders, I decided that I didn't want to be a car¬ 
penter, I wanted to become an attorney/' 

Warren nodded, “I knew you were a corporation 
lawyer for a number of years ” 

“That was long after Eunice left me. She con¬ 
sidered me hopelessly mad when I told her I was 
planning to return to college/' Norman Hunt smiled 
reminiscently. “You see, I was thirty-one years old at 
the time. We lived in a home I had built with the 
help of my family and we didn't have any money 
saved. She threatened to divorce me if I didn't stop 
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the foolish nonsense and find another job in the 
building trades or at one of the local factories.” 

“You were faced with about the same decision I 
have to make now. If I tell my wife about—” War¬ 
ren paused. “That's right,” he mused. “She probably 
knows already, now that the news about the promo¬ 
tion was released to the press.” He watched the older 
man signal one of the bartenders. After the man 
came over and took their empty glasses, Warren said, 
“Bernice will think she has won. She’ll think that 
nothing has changed, that I’ve come back to my 
senses and decided to play by her rules.” 

Norman Hunt shook his head, “You’ve missed the 
point of what I told you just now, Warren. It isn’t 
what anyone else thinks that matters. It’s what you 
think of yourself.” 

Those words stayed with Warren long after the 
farewell dinner ended and Norman Hunt left late 
the next day with his associates. Just before the men 
boarded the plane, Warren shook hands with the 
man he considered more a friend than a boss. 

“I think I know what it is I really want, now.” 

Norman Hunt smiled. “You're more fortunate than 
most of us. I thought I wanted to be an attorney 
after deciding I didn’t want to be a carpenter. Now 
I’m a carpenter again. I’m building a doll house for 
one of my nieces.” 

Warren laughed. “Wants change. And I realize 
that the time when any of us are really completely 
satisfied with our fives is—never. What I meant to 
say is, I think I know where to go from here. I’m 
going to give r unnin g this operation the best whirl I 
can. Ill run it as long as I think it’s what I want— 
or until you decide I’m not the man for the job.” 

Their eyes met for the last time as the other men 
were checked up the passenger ramp by the 
stewardess. Norman Hunt said, “One step at a time, 
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Warren. Always remember that it’s never too late to 
change directions if you learn you don’t like where 
you’re going.” 

After the flight cleared the field, Warren walked 
slowly back to where he had parked when he brought 
the four men to the airport late that cloudy Wednes¬ 
day afternoon. 

He stood next to the Buick and stared up at the 
overcast sky. There was a hint of snow in the dank 
coldness of the raw air flapping at his topcoat. Other 
people were moving toward their cars now that the 
flight had departed. Warren’s gaze centered on a 
tall, dark-haired young woman wearing a beige coat 
The brisk wind sweeping the parking lot furled the 
coat upward, revealing a crisp white uniform be¬ 


neath. 

Warren walked rapidly to intercept the girl before 
she could climb into one of the waiting taxis. 

“Hello, Irene. Sorry I didn't send you that picture 
postcard,” he said, smiling at her quick, surprised 
glance. 

Irene Evans smiled. “Hello, Warren, I saw the 
story in yesterday’s paper. Congratulations.” 

“Can I drive you wherever you’re going?” 

“I just put Dr. Charles on that plane. He didn’t 
want me to come out here with him; he said he didn’t 


mind waiting alone.” 

“No one likes being alone, Irene. Coming?” 

She hesitated. “I’m tempted to save the cab fare,” 
she said, her eyes asking solemn questions of his. 
“Won’t you have to return to the plant? It isn’t five 
o’clock yet.” 

“The office closes at half-past four. Where are you 
headed? Home?” 

She nodded slowly. “Your wife will be waiting for 
you, Warren. I—I’d hate to take you that far out of 
your way.” 
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He took her arm and led her across the parking 
lot. “My wife and I aren’t living together,” he said, 
aware of her sudden, troubled glance as they reached 
his car. He was also aware of something else. Look¬ 
ing at her smooth, wind-colored cheeks and her 
lovely, rounded figure, Warren Kyle did not consider 
the drive to the apartment off Lakeshore Drive far 
out of his way at all. 
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“You have changed, haven’t you?” Irene Evans said. 
She smiled, watching him inspect the neat, modem 
furnishings in her duplex quarters. “I noticed how 
different you seemed even before you spoke to me 
out there at the airport, Warren.” 

“It's funny how much can happen in a few short 
weeks,” he said quietly, turning to look at the 
shapely, dark-haired divorcee. Irene had removed her 
coat. Her figure, sharply outlined beneath the crisp 
white uniform, seemed to Warren to sway sugges¬ 
tively as she walked to the vestibule closet and himg 
up the coat. 

“You feel better now that you’ve taken a stand,” 
she said. “You aren’t happy but you aren’t nearly as 
confused and unsettled as you were on that after¬ 
noon when I first saw you.” 

“There are still a lot of things wrong with my life " 
Warren admitted. He smiled ruefully. “I’ve made 
my share of mistakes. More than my share. What has 
happened isn’t necessarily an improvement. Right 
now, I don’t know how I feel.” 

She walked back across the room and smiled at 
him. “I know how I feel. Hungry. And thirsty.” She 
paused near the doorway of the bedroom. “Do you 
want to fix us something tall and cool while I slip 
into something less conspicuously professional?” 

“A lovely figure like yours will always be con- 
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spicuous in anything you wear. Or don't wear,” War¬ 
ren said. He took a step toward her. 

Irenes eyes discouraged his thoughts. She con¬ 
tinued to smile at him but her voice was calm and 
definite when she said, “I agreed to have dinner 
with you. That’s all I’m interested in agreeing to> 
Warren.” 

Less than half an hour later they again visited the 
steak house nearby and enjoyed a pleasant few bom's 
together while lingering over delicious broiled 
lobsters and several relaxing cocktails. It was well 
past eight o’clock when they left Hannegan s and 
drove back to Irene’s apartment. 

Warren opened the car door for her. He saw the 
silken shadows between her thighs as she climbed 
out of the car and the skirt of her dark-green dress 
fell back across her slim legs. It was quiet and cool 
on the lawn in front of the budding. Both sides of the 
two-unit dwelling were dark; evidently the family 
occupying the other apartment was away. 

“Aren’t you going to invite me in for a nightcap?” 
Warren asked. 

"Do you really want another drink?” Irene Evans 
countered. She was on guard again, firmly prepared 
to thwart any pass he might make. 

Warren found himself wanting her with sharp 
intensity. Her obvious wariness and restraint only 
served to increase her desirability. He reached out 
and lightly took her arm, saying, ‘Til stay for just a 
few minutes—unless you’re afraid that even a few 
minutes would be too long.” 

As he had thought, his casual intimation that she 
doubted her ability to cope with a man after dark in 
the privacy of her apartment was a challenge that 
Irene Evans could not refuse—not without revealing 
the fact that she was overly afraid of some kind of 
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run-aw ay emotions. Mine—or her own?—Warren 
wondered. 

“I’m not afraid of you, Warren. Should I her 

“I can’t give you a truthful answer to that. If I did, 
you wouldn’t unlock that door and ask me to come in 
with you.” 

“Aren’t you forgetting that you still have a wifer 
She opened her handbag and located the key. Then 
she raised her face to his. Her composed delicate 
features were a soft blur in the darkness surrounding 
them. "That’s something I won’t let myself forget,” 
she warned, starting to walk along the pavement 
leading to the door of the duplex. 

So that was what was bothering her. Warren had 
sensed a strong physical attraction between them 
from that very first afternoon when he had left the 
clinic examining room and seen her kneeling beside 
the filing cabinet. He thought he had Irene figured 
now. She had her own set of moral standards—and 
they did not include swapping romantic intimacies 
with married men. 

Inside the apartment, Warren’s hand stopped hers 
before she could switch on the light. "I told you that 
Bernice is divorcing me,” he said, transferring his 
grasp to her shoulders and turning her toward him 
in the blackness of the vestibule. 

"Let me go. Please, Warren,” she said. 

It was not until he had touched her shoulders 
that he realized she was trembling. Why, all that cool 
composure was merely an act! Inwardly she was 
seething with long-stifled desires! 

“You want me as much as I’ve wanted you ever 
since that first day,” he muttered, his arms pulling her 
tall, lovely body toward him. 

Her lips desperately evaded his mouth and his kiss 
grazed her soft, fragrant cheek. “Nol Stop this, War¬ 
ren!” 
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You stop it. Stop running away from your own 
wants and biological needs, Irene. Face up to your 
life as I finally did to mine.” 

1 1 don t want you to hold me. I don’t want you 
to kiss me. Please, Warren. Not tonight—not like this. 
All rightl I—I admit that I find you attractive. If it’s 
only a physical craving we each have, then we’ll 
eventually yield to this—this biological urge, as you 
ca U it ” She was no longer struggling. She stood pas¬ 
sive in his embrace and he could feel the warmth of 
her trembling young body beneath his hands as they 
slipped down her back. 

Why stall it off?” Warren muttered insistently, 
his loins stirring with a mounting want. “Forget that 
you’re a nurse. Don’t try to analyze us, Irene—emo¬ 
tions don’t belong under a microscope.” 

Are you still in love with Bernice?” 

Her quiet query caught him off guard. His arms 
loosened around her. He could not see her face and 
he was glad that the darkness gave his features equal 
protection from her gaze. Otherwise she would have 
seen his troubled uncertainty. 

All I know is that she didn’t love me enough to 
let me live my own life,” Warren finally said. “Ber¬ 
nice had a choice. She decided that if our marriage 
couldn’t continue on her terms—if I wouldn’t come 
obediently to heel again like a well-trained pet in¬ 
stead of a man with a mind of his own—then, she 
didn’t care to have the marriage continue.” 

"Changes take getting used to,” Irene Evans said, 
slipping from his arms. She switched on the lights 
and looked up at Wan-en, her face serious. “Now, 
111 give you a choice. You can stay here with me to-' 
night,” she said slowly, color rising in her delicate 
high-boned cheeks although her eyes remained 
steadily fixed on his. “But if you do stay, tonight is 
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the end of our relationship* Warren. When you leave, 
I don't want you ever to come back” 

He frowned, “That's being silly, isn't it?” he ob¬ 
jected* moving toward her with the intention of tak¬ 
ing her in his arms again, “We aren't children* Irene* 
If we both want the same thing* what's so wrong 
about it? Who would be hurt if we—?” 

“—were together like a pair of lusting animals?” 
she finished for him, making no effort to dodge his 
reaching hands, “Think for a moment, Warren* 
Actually, we're little more than strangers to each 
other. The only real bond we have in common so 
far is that of loneliness. That and the anatomical fact 
that our bodies are so constructed that your reproduc¬ 
tive apparatus is designed to complement mine." 

It was his turn to color* “You make it sound so 
damn—cut and dried. You sound as if the only rea¬ 
son I'm here with you, interested in you, is to—” 
“Say it, Warren. To strip me and join me on the 
bed,” the attractive brunette said with simple matter- 
of-factness. “If that's all you want—a good robust, 
rousing lay—help yourself* I won't try to stop you,” 
He nearly groaned aloud in his anguish. Instead of 
reaching out to touch the full, ripe Breasts thrusting 
against her dress, Warren Kyle whirled and wrenched 
open the door. He looked back at her across his 
shoulder. 

“That isn't what I want—oh, belli Yes, it is! I 
do want you that way, Irene, But I can't be cold¬ 
blooded and clinical about sex. I can't just grab you 
and excite you into submitting when I know that you 
don't want only a quick gratification and a temporary 
reprieve from your loneliness,” 

“Let's get to know each other better, Warren. Will 
you see me tomorrow?” Irene Evans smiled shyly 
at him. “HI be frank with you, I—I may be falling in 
love with one of my patients* That's funny, isn't it? 
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And usually it’s just the reverse. At least it is in the 
movies and television programs IVe seen.** 

Tli call for you late tomorrow afternoon/* Warren 
said, strangely shaken by her candid admission. 
“We’ll drive somewhere out of the city. Well have 
dinner and well take our time in getting to know 
each other. You cant rush emotions, Irene. Good 
night,” 

“Ill be waiting for you,” she called softly after him, 
as he strode from the building toward his car at the 
curb, “Good night. I—I'm glad we got through these 
few minutes with our friendship and our respect for 
each other stiff intact, Warren , . 

There was no answer, Warren Kyle wanted to be 
alone and think. 


While Warren finished shaving in the hotel bath¬ 
room, Larry Richert lounged in the doorway of the 
room, grinning at him. 

“This makes the fifth consecutive night youVe 
seen this cluck since IVe been back. She must be 
quite a babe 

Warren tilted up his chin and directed the hum¬ 
ming blades of the electric razor over his throat 
again. It was another Sunday night. And, ironically, 
Larry Richert was right—Irene Evans was quite a 
babe. So far he had not even kissed her, 

“She's a better conversationalist than you are,* 
Warren muttered. It was difficult to talk with Ms 
throat muscles stretched taut. “Why stay up here 
heckling me? Go out and find a girl for yourself. You 
and that one-track mind of yours.” He grinned at his 
friend as he snapped off the razor. 

Larry sighed. “That s the trouble. I can't* 

“What do you mean—can’t?” Warren sloshed on 
after-shave lotion and winced as the cooling sting 
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touched his skin. It was the first real talk away from 
the shop he and Lany had found time for. 

“I tried. I’m hooked, I guess—by a red-haired 
widow, yet.” 

Warren nearly dropped the bottle of after-shave 
lotion. “Oh? You’re in love with her?” 

“Yeah, dammit.” 

Warren’s thoughts were disguised by a grin as he 
turned and walked into the bedroom. He picked up 
a freshly laundered white shirt and pulled it on over 
his undershirt. 

“If she’s a widow, what’s so complicated? Marry 
her” 

Larry Richert ducked his head to light a cigarette, 
His features were glum in the flare of the lighter 
flame. 

“She doesn't have any use for me. She made that 
dear enough a month ago.” 

“People change. Maybe you just caught her in a 
poor mood.” 

“Uh-uh. She was married to a white-haired old guy 
when I first met her. It was up at that resort I told 
you about. We got—friendly, and I saw her a dozen 
times or so on and off after my vacation. Nice. Really 
nice stuff, she was.” 

Warren silently agreed with that. Julie Daniels 
was one superb female. He had a hunch that she 
thought more of Larry than she had realized when 
she sent him away. Now the trick was to get them 
back together. He grinned wryly. Who was he to 
play Cupid? He couldn’t even solve his own per¬ 
sonal problems. 

"You talk as if she's dead or something. If she was 
nice stuff then, she still is, isn’t she?” 

Larry Richert sighed again, “She’s not dead but her 
husband is. He lacked off last spring. Ever since, 
she has had this guilty bug or something; she wishes 
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now that she hadn’t played around on the side and I 
guess I remind her of it every time she sees me.” 

“Do you feel guilty?” 

“Hell, nol The old boy had young ideas when he 
married Julie but he couldn't keep up with her. She 
was so miserable and frustrated that she was about 
to flip. Like I said, this guy was ancient. She had 
no business tying up to him in the first place—not 
even if he was loaded with lucre and nothing else," 

Warren knotted his tie. “Do me a favor, wifi you?” 

“Sure. What?” 

“Pick up that phone and put in a call to her.” 

“I told you—” 

“Just do it, will you?” Warren grinned. "You can’t 
do a decent job if you keep mooning around over a 
woman. Either she does or she doesn’t. Call her up 
and get it settled.” 

Larry Richert shrugged. “Okay, boss. Boy, have 
you changedl What a difference a shiny new title can 
make in some people,” he grumbled good-naturedly 
as he sauntered to the telephone on the stand beside 
the bed. 

Warren finished dressing for his date with Irene 
Evans while the younger man made the call. Larry 
was right. He had changed. It was not because of the 
promotion, though. The job had little to do with his 
sense of self-reliance. Warren had not experienced a 
migraine headache in weeks and his stomach was be¬ 
having again. Mental attitude can make all the dif¬ 
ference. As Norman Hunt had said, it was what a man 
thought of himself that really counted. 

There was a silly, almost dazed, grin on Larry 
Richert’s face when he lowered the receiver and 
turned to look at Warren. 

“Did you hear me say that I’d get a room at this 
hotel for her? She’s driving up here. Tonightl” 

Warren lightly punched his friend’s shoulder, say- 
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ing, “From now on, you’re on your own. Don’t blame 
me if you wind up married to a red-haired widow!” 

From the expression on Larry’s good-looking, 
young face, that was anything but an unpleasant 
possibility. He was on the phone, arranging for an¬ 
other room, when Warren left to keep his date. 


137 



17 


“This is the last time well be seeing each other/* 
Irene Evans said, her voice neutral as she leaned over 
and extinguished her cigarette in the ashtray on the 
end table beside the long, modem sofa. 

Warren sat on the cushion next to her. He had 
sensed something was coming—not only from her 

S ave smile but from her wanting to have a talk with 
m in her apartment rather than taking in the stage 
play for which he had purchased tickets, 

“You arent leaving the city* are you?'* 

Irene sat back and smiled at him, "Right the very 
first time, Warren. Dr. Charles has been offered a 
staff position at one of the largest medical research 
centers in the East. He recommended me to a physi¬ 
cian with offices in Minneapolis and XV© decided to 
accept the job. 111 be leaving when he does, right 
after the holidays,” 

“That’s still more than a month away ” 

“There’s so much to be done before then. Naturally 
another doctor will replace Dr. Charles at the clinic 
here and another nurse will take over my job/’ 

Here was that same polite, friendly brush-off, 
Warren stared at the swell of her large breasts, thrust¬ 
ing outward against the soft beige dress. Then his 
gaze lowered to die lithe curves of her thighs. The 
narrow skirt fit tight across her lap and her stockinged 
knees were held demurely together, 

“Your career means a lot to you. Have you for- 
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gotten that you’re a woman as well as a registered 
nurse?” 

Irene Hushed at his words. Her gaze quickly evaded 
his searching look, “Please, Warren, I—” 

“If you have, then it’s time someone reminded 
you!” Roughly Warren pulled her into his arms. Her 
lips opened but the sounds of protest were smothered 
as his mouth found hers and his arms tightened 
around her. 

“W-Warren—1” 

Again his mouth stifled her gasping objections. 
The pressure of his body forced her head back against 
the sofa. At first her hands tried to repel his weight 
but then they slipped weakly away from his shoul¬ 
ders only to surge convulsively around his neck as 
her lips parted for his questing tongue and her 
breasts writhed against the urgent touch of his hand. 

Warren pulled her from the sofa and they went 
into the bedroom. There his fingers quickly unzipped 
the wool dress. 

“I—th e door isn’t even—locked!” Irene whispered, 
her breasts disclosed in all their bold perfection as 
Warren flung aside the pale pink bra and grasped the 
elastic band of her sheer panties. 

“I wouldn’t like to take what a woman didn’t want 
to give,” Warren growled, his eyes roving over her 
creamy thighs. He reached out slowly so that she 
could stop him if she tried to—and then her naked 
body surged urgently forward to clash with his. 

Irene Evans sank to the bed and shuddered with 
exquisite delight as he kissed her trembling flesh 
and caressed the silken length of her nudity. Warren 
crushed her feverish lips with his again and again 
as the hot flood of unleashed passion brought mutual 
moans of sensual triumph from low in their throats. 

“Now—you know why—I pretended to be such 
an—antiseptic iceberg,” Irene whispered shakily a 
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few minutes later when Warren rolled to the bed 
beside her. “My boiling point has—always been low. 
I discovered that in high school. It was proven to me 
again—during my apprentice program at the hos¬ 
pital.” 

“What would you have done if I’d tried something 
like this that night we had dinner at the steak house?” 
Warren was breathing hard. Any doubts he had held 
about her womanhood were destroyed forever. 

She laughed softly. “I wasn’t worried that night. 
My ex-husband had paid me a visit two nights be¬ 
fore. He delivered my alimony check at the same 
time.” 

Warren frowned suddenly. “Now, about your leav¬ 
ing. Couldn’t you—?” 

“No, I couldn’t, Warren. I’ll never marry again and 
I won’t become the sort of woman I’ve always de¬ 
tested.” 

“I wasn’t thinkin g of only this. After Bernice files 
for a divorce, I thought I might be able to change 
your mind about marriage.” 

Irene gently pushed his hands away and swung her 
legs off the edge of the mattress. She stood up and 
walked away from him, her nude profile aglow with 
the radiance of robust femininity. 

“Your wife knows about our—friendship, Warren,” 
she said across her shoulder. She stooped and picked 
up her discarded lingerie and dress. “She’s back in 
town again. She told me that she won’t give you up.” 

Warren sat up on the bed. “This must be my day 
for surprises,” he muttered, staring at the brunette 
standing in the bathroom doorway. “When and where 
did you see her?” 

"Early this afternoon. Here—in this apartment. 
Some of her friends had apparently seen us together 
last week. She was very definite and extremely deter¬ 
mined not to lose you.” 
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Warren digested her words as the bathroom door 
softly closed and he heard the shower start to mm 
He knew now why Irene had arrived at her decision 
to terminate their relationship—end further, why she 
had accepted the offer of employment in another 
clinic in another city. 

Did he love Irene Evans? She was beautiful and 
intelligent. More important, she had learned from her 
own smashed marriage that a wife and a husband 
must retain their identities as individuals, with 
separate personalities and interests, if their marital 
partnership was to bring them any lasting happiness. 

As Warren began to dress, he heard the shower 
stop. In a minute Irene would return to the bedroom. 
What were they going to say to each other? 

He realized that there was nothing that could be 
said except goodbye. She had already made her 
choice when she accepted that new nursing assign¬ 
ment. For a moment he toyed with the idea of trying 
to dissuade her but he knew that it would be almost 
hopeless—particularly in the face of Bernice’s recent 
show of hand. 

The door opened and Irene saw that Warren was 
fully clothed. She turned so that he could help her 
with the back zipper of her dress. 

“I think that Dr. Charles would agree that you re 
a much-improved patient/* she said softly, moving 
away from his hands when the dress was fastened. 
“He knows that Fve been seeing you and only the 
other day he remarked on how well you looked.” 

“Maybe everyone reaches a time when self-ex¬ 
amination and self-treatment are as important as a 
medical check-up” Warren said, following the lovely 
divorcee into the living room, ‘You helped with the 
cure, Irene. So did a few other people—but I believe 
that a person has to struggle through the welter of 
his own emotions pretty much alone,” 
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“Ill send you a bill for my services some time,” 
Irene said* Her eyes smiled fondly into his as they 
stood at the front door* “Goodbye, Warren*” 

Her Bps were cool and pleasant to loss* He 
squeezed her arm as he opened the door. “No patient 
ever had such deluxe service* Goodbye, Irene,” he 
said huskily and then he walked briskly along the 
darkened sidewalk toward his car. 


Larry Richert opened the office door and stepped 
aside so that Bernice could enter the room. Then the 
young executive closed the door again, leaving the 
attractive brunette standing just inside the general 
manager s office, looking at her husband across the 
desk he had inherited from Arthur Quandt. 

Warren decided that nothing would be gained by a 
silent stare-fest, He said, “Hello, Bernice, Its been 
quite a while. Won't you sit down?” 

She lowered her gaze and nodded* Smoothing her 
blue knit skirt over her lap, she took the chair he 
had indicated* “Warren, I—” She bit her lip, “May I 
have a cigarette, please?” 

This was not a woman he knew, Warren Kyle 
supplied both cigarette and light for her, Tm ex¬ 
pecting a call from Norman Hunt at the Cleveland 
office,” he told his wife, “I told the receptionist to 
delay any other calls for the next quarter-hour* After 
that I have a meeting of the department heads, Mon¬ 
day mornings are generally pretty well cluttered up, 
Bernice,” 

She nodded again. “You haven't even phoned.” Her 
voice was so low he could scarcely understand what 
she was saying, 

“I intended to call you tonight ” He found himself 
comparing her beauty with that of the woman with 
whom he had spent the previous evening. They were 
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so physically alike that they could have been taken 
for sisters. Even their coloring was similar. 

Bernice noticed his studious stare. She moistened 
her lips. “You look—very well.” 

“Everyone keeps saying that. I feel fine. And you're 
your usual beautiful perfection.” 

“Thank you, Warren.” 

“If you’re in need of money, you can draw from 
Our checking account. I hadn’t realized it was so low 
until the bank phoned last Friday. They have a new 
deposit now. They’ll enter it in your pass book when 
you go in.” 

“I—it isn’t because I’m in need of money that I 
came here this morning.” 

“What do you need, Bernice?” Warren had always 
keenly felt the influence of her strong, self-centered 
will but that subtle emanation of power was not with 
her today. She was shy. Almost pitifully humble. He 
found he did not like this version of his wife any bet¬ 
ter than he did the haughty, domineering woman he 
had walked out on two weeks previously. 

“I—Warren, I’m finding it more difficult to talk 
with you than I anticipated. You seem so—remote.” 
Her disturbed gaze took in the spacious splendor of 
the office. She smiled up at him timidly. “I think 
these businesslike surroundings have something to 
do with it. Could we—if you aren’t too busy this 
evening, could we talk then?” 

Warren went to his desk and pretended to check 
his appointment pad. “Oh, I think we can get to¬ 
gether. Suppose you come to my room at the hotel 
Say, around nine o’clock?” 

"I—that is, I thought you might come to the apart¬ 
ment.” 

He shrugged. “Certainly. There are a few more 
things I should take out of your way, anyway.” He 
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felt in complete mastery of the situation. He had not 
wanted Bernice to come to the hotel, 

“Warren, about Mrs, Evans, I—* 

“She told me you dropped by for a visit” 

“Oh. I—see , . Bernice forced another brief, in¬ 
effectual smile, “Then you must have seen her again 
yesterday ” 

“Last night. I would have driven over to the apart¬ 
ment then but it was late and I was tired.” He was 
hurting the pale, stricken brunette who bore his 
name. He did not know why, It was senselessly cruel 
and not worthy of the man he was trying to become. 

She arose from the chair and snuffed out her 
cigarette. She had scarcely tasted it, “YouTl come 
then? At nine?” 

Warren nodded, walking to the door with her, 
*TH be there, Bernice. You haven’t seen a lawyer yet, 
have you?” If you don’t know whom to consult, I 
know of a few good men. Oh, thats right. Jack 
Renwald is an attorney, isn’t her’ 

Her eyes took on a deeper hurt, a desperate look 
of pure misery. She nodded, “I—we can talk about 
that tonight, can’t we?” 

“Of course,” He opened the door for her. She 
started to go out and thee she stopped to look at him 
over her shoulder, 

“Warren, I—I'm sorry * she whispered pathetically. 
She turned away and hurried across the general of¬ 
fice without giving him a chance to say anything 
further. 

He stared after his wife. Bernice still did not know 
that he had changed his mind about the photography 
studio he had told her he intended to buy. She as¬ 
sumed that he blamed her for everything when the 
truth was that Warren finally felt that he knew where 
the blame belonged. 

With himself. No one had held a gun to his head. 
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Since the time he had finished his hitch in the army, 
he had been a free agent, He could have taken a 
stand with Bernice before their marriage. If she had 
chosen not to many a small-town photographer, they 
would not have spent the last seven years of their 
lives together. Or, if he had wanted to, he could 
have broken away from Malbern Metals Corporation 
years ago. He was not bound to any contract. Ber¬ 
nice was not the real reason he had never made the 
break. 

It had been his own self-doubt that kept him 
bottled up, afraid to stand on his own two legs and 
move around like a man instead of a helpless puppet* 

What was it that Norman Hunt had said? That a 
marriage has to be allowed to grow, that a man and 
his wife had to keep it from standing still and wither¬ 
ing on the vine? Warren returned to his desk as the 
telephone rang. It was time for business now. Yet he 
could not forget the miserable despair he had seen 
deep in Bernice's dark blue eyes, and throughout the 
busy day Warren could not shake his mind's busy 
speculations about how their meeting that evening 
would pan out* 
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IB 


Everyone else was gone. The plant was silent and 
the office was coated with twilight shadows. Light 
still streamed from Warren Kyle’s office. He was look¬ 
ing over the cost-accounting data that Larry Richert 
had brought in before he had hurried away to keep 
a dinner engagement with Julie Daniels. 

Larry had urged Warren to knock off for the day 
and join them. He had meant the invitation, too; 
Larry was always honest and forthright about his 
feelings toward other people. 

Warren scanned the final page of the report. He 
sincerely hoped that Larry and Julie could put some¬ 
thing wonderful and lasting together. They did not 
need him along. He would have been in the way; 
that was the real reason he had declined Larry’s 
invitation with the excuse that he wanted to go over 
some records and prepare for the meeting of depart¬ 
ment heads that he had scheduled for the next 
morning. 

Then—just as Warren was preparing to snap off 
the office lights and leave—the last man he ever 
expected to hear from phoned. Warren stood beside 
his desk, frowning at the receiver after Howard 
Roberts identified himself. 

“I was just leaving the office,” Warren said 
brusquely. 

“When I couldn’t reach you at your hotel, I 
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thought that you might he working yet. Kyle, I want 
to talk with you. Can we meet somewhere now?” 

There was an odd note of solemn urgency in the 
usually glib voice. Howard Roberts seemed to have 
lost his carefully cultivated British accent, too, 

“What could we possibly have to talk about?” 
Warren asked. Then he relented and said, “AH right, 
Roberts. I have to get some dinner, anyway. Suppose 
we meet at Troy's?” That was the name of an ex¬ 
clusive restaurant Bernice had one evening persuaded 
Warren to take her to with Marion and Howard 
Roberts. It was neutral ground, 

Howard Roberts agreed to join him at the fashion¬ 
able club within twenty minutes and they both hung 
up, Warren stared down at the phone on his desk. He 
Imagined that whatever the other man wanted to dis¬ 
cuss had something to do with Bernice. She was the 
one and only interest they could possibly have in 
common, Warren smiled wryly at the thought Ber¬ 
nice would resent being even remotely connected 
with the word common. She had always detested 
and avoided anything smacking of the ordinary and 
commonplace. 

Warren was at the bar when Howard Roberts 
entered. Both men wore good-looking dark blue suits. 
They did not shake hands and neither man bothered 
to smile, 

“Shall we move over to one of the booths?” 
Howard Roberts suggested, shaking his head nega¬ 
tively as a maroon-jacketed bartender looked at Mtn 
inquiringly. 

Warren polished off his own drink and left his stool. 
Now he knew that the black-haired man walking be¬ 
side him considered their meeting of utmost im¬ 
portance. It was the first time he had ever known 
Howard Roberts to forego a drink. 

When they had seated themselves and placed their 
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dinner orders, Warren Kyle waited for the waitress 
to move away from the booth. Then, lighting a 
cigarette without offering one to the man opposite 
him, Warren asked, “What is it you want to talk with 
me about, Roberts? It concerns Bernice, of course,” 

Howard Roberts nodded slowly. His dark eyes met 
Warren’s searching stare. “I wanted to see you to set 
straight a few things between us. The previous time 
we bad occasion to talk, I denied an accusation you 
made. I lied that night, Kyle. I had definite designs 
on your wife. I had been attempting to seduce her, 
just as you claimed I had.” 

Warren nodded in response. “Tell me something I 
don’t already know. Ramer, let me ask you a ques¬ 
tion. Have you been with Bernice since that night?” 

“No. And m tell you something else you would 
like to ask but won’t because you're afraid of what 
the answer migh t be.” Howard Roberts continued to 
look directly across the secluded booth at Warren. 
“Bernice has been my one failure—the one woman 
I wanted and tried to lure to bed but who simply 
wouldn’t let herself be lured.” 

“Why all this sudden honesty?” 

“Because I’ve fallen utterly and irrevocably in love 
with your wife.” 

Warren stiffened at the other man’s calm revela¬ 
tion. He dragged hard on his cigarette before saying, 
“Have you told her that?” 

“Yes, and she thought I was only joking. I told her 
that I was in love with her that night we came back 
to your apartment after the party at the Renwalds. 
I told her that I would arrange a divorce with Marion 
if she decided that her marriage to you could also be 
ended.” 

Warren was silent until the waitress, who had re¬ 
turned to serve their first course, departed again. 
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Then he said, “Bernice did decide that, Roberts, She 
told me so that same night.’' 

“I know. She even went so far as to discuss a 
divorce with Jack Renwald. Jack told me that he had 
started to draw up the preliminary papers. Then, last 
week, Bernice returned to his office to sign the docu¬ 
ments Jack was to have filed with the district court. 
She couldn’t sign them, Kyle.” Howard Roberts 
smiled. It was the small, tight smile of a loser. “I 
called her any number of times after that, Bernice 
had changed. She didn’t divorce you, Kyle. She 
divorced herself from me—from the world I belong 
to. She’s still very much your wife. She’s still very 
much in love with you. That hasn’t changed,” 

Warren crushed out his cigarette. “I’m trying to 
understand why you are going out of your way to tell 
me all this,” he said quietly. He believed the other 
man. For once in his trivial, worthless life, Howard 
Roberts was doing something that seemed to justify 
his existence on earth. This was so unlikely, so com¬ 
pletely out of the man’s normal self-centered and 
arrogant character, that Warren could not make any 
sense of it. 

“I’m not doing it for you. And certainly not be¬ 
cause I enjoy exposing the gaping wound in my pride, 
either. I wanted to tell you this because of Bernice." 
Howard Roberts ceased poking at his food and stared 
across the booth at Warren again. * Bernice has hap¬ 
piness owed to her. Since it’s obvious to me now that 
I can never be in any way involved in it, I can only 
dissolve from her life—and yours.” He laughed mirth¬ 
lessly. “By the way, Kyle. Marion has been strangely 
subdued and docile ever since that night you wal¬ 
loped her tender bottom instead of making love to 
her. Who knows? If we stay together long enough, 
I may even fall in love with my wife.’’ 
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He was just reaching for the doorknob to his hotel 
room when someone rapped lightly. 

Warren was surprised by the soft taps. He was not 
expecting any visitors. The hotel had a policy of 
phoning up from the desk whenever anyone asked to 
see a guest 

Julie Daniels entered the room ahead of Larry 
Richert. The tall redhead was lovelier than ever. She 
radiated a joyous excitement and held up her left 
hand so Warren could admire the diamond that 
sparkled on her ring finger. 

“You have to be the first to know, Mr. Kyle,” she 
said, continuing their silent agreement to play the 
roles of strangers. This unspoken accord had been 
mutually agreed upon when they met at the hotel 
bar the previous night after Warren returned from 
his farewell date with Irene Evans. 

Larry was g rinnin g, so buoyed by the engagement 
that he failed to notice the secret intimacy of their 
smiles. “Come on downstairs, Warren. Since you’re 
such a great pal of ours, you can have the privilege of 
buying the future Mrs. Richert and yours truly a 
couple of fancy toasts!” 

Julie was looking down at the pair of large suit¬ 
cases on the floor where Warren had set them near 
the door. Her eyes returned to his face. “Going some¬ 
where, Mr. Kyle?” 

Warren smiled at both of them. “You’re high 
enough already, Larry. Yes, I’m going home,” he said, 
looking back at the starry-eyed redhead. “I think I’m 
going home,” he amended quietly. 

Larry Richert cuffed him approvingly on the 
shoulder. “That’s greatl You and Bernice can have 
your blissful reunion and meet us back here in the 
bar. We’ll all four celebrate together.” 

Julie shook her head. “He won’t want to come 
back.” She stretched on tiptoes and kissed Warren 
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on the Ups. “All the luck to you and your wife, Mr. 
Kyle ” she said with warm sincerity. 

Larry blinked* “Hey, watch that stuff!” he said, 
grinning to belie the severity of his warning* He 
stooped and picked up one of the suitcases. "For 
this lU expect whatever you were intending to tip 
the bellboy/' he quipped, moving on out of the room 
ahead of Julie and Warren. 

Warren took the opportunity to give Julie Daniels' 
arm a meaningful squeeze before he picked up the 
other suitcase. “You re getting a good guy but you 
deserve him,” he said. “No more solitary vacations or 
jumping jackrabbits?” 

Julie laughed softly. “No more pine needles prick- 
mg me in the back. I love you, Warren, but not that 
way. Not that way with anyone ever again except 
Larry” 

They both were laughing as they followed the 
prospective bridegroom along the carpeted corridor 
to the elevator. Larry looked at them with curiosity* 
Then he grinned it off with a happy shrug and they 
entered the car laughingly. Their merriment had a 
contagious effect on a middle-aged couple and the 
elevator operator, who readily acquired smiles of 
their own without really knowing why. 

Fifteen minutes later Warren's grin had been ex¬ 
changed for a lesser smile but his eyes were filled 
with bright expectancy when the apartment door 
opened and Bernice smiled out at him, 

"You're five minutes early,” she said as he walked 
into the comfortable dimness of the living room. She 
closed the door and leaned against it. “You always 
were very time-conscious, I could list dozens of good 
qualities about you,” 

“And I would still have just as many minus marks,” 
Warren said. He was staring at the shadows on the 
walls of the apartment hut in his mind s eye he was 
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seeing a laughing pair of newlyweds dodging hand¬ 
fuls of rice as they rushed from the church to their 
car. 

“What have we done to each other, darling?” Ber¬ 
nice whispered the question. 

Warren shook his head. "That's what I was just 
wondering, too. What happened to the kids who 
were so much in love seven years ago?” 

“Our seventh anniversary was yesterday,” she said, 
her voice closer to him. 

He turned around. “Now it’s going on eight.” 

That was all. Only that quiet, simple sentence. 
But it was enough to send their arms flying around 
each other and their mouths straining together with 
fervent eagerness. 

Bernice pushed him away suddenly and averted 
her face. She was crying and she did not want him 
to look at her. “I—you were wrong about me a-and 
Howard Roberts. Do y-you want to tell me I was 
was wrong, too? About Karen Vincent? And about 
Irene Evans?” 

Warren shook his head. “We've both been wrong 
about so many things.” He walked over to the 
shadows near the hallway leading to the bedroom 
and bath. When he returned and stood close behind 
her, his hands went gently to her shoulders. “Those 
mistakes don’t have to happen again. Not if we won’t 
let them. 

“You aren’t in love with her—with that nurse?” 

“Irene and I said goodbye last night.” His hands 
slipped under her breasts and inched slowly upward. 

Bernice shivered at his touch. Her black silk dress 
was thin and the warmth of her throbbing flesh 
reached his fingers. 

“I— don’t know how good I’ll be,” she said. “I can 
learn, though, darling.” 

Warren was puzzled. She turned and nestled her- 

152 


self into bis aims, her blue eyes earnest and her 
smile pleading. 

“Wherever you want to go, she whispered, — 
whatever you want to do—that's what I want too. 
Buy that small-town business, darlingl I’ll help you 

run itl” ,11. 

She did not understand his low, triumphant laugh 
as he swept her off her feet and carried her into the 
bedroom, pausing so she could turn on the wall 
switch that lit the vanity lamps. 

But they both understood what was to come. Ber¬ 
nice gasped as his hands ran over her body with 
feverish, insistent orders. She writhed from the black 
dress while he tore at the strap on her dark blue bra. 
As he slid down her cobwebby briefs, they both fell 
to the bed in a passionate embrace. 

Warren kissed her with an insatiable hunger and 
their heated bodies mingled with mounting frenzy 
until both were shaking and burning with uncon¬ 
trollable desire. 

Bernice pressed his head down so that his face was 
buried in the hot, flushing fragrance of her surging 
bosoms. 

"Oh! I—oh, darling ...” _ 

Warren was beyond speech. The emotions that 
raged between them was too elemental—too volcanic 

_for any words. Their naked bodies, reverberating 

in the shock waves of pure lust, told each other all 
that needed to be said. 

They had had their bad times, their flare-ups. 
Warren knew that they would fight and have their 
differences again. The knowledge did not disturb his 
supreme sense of well-being as he smiled down into 
his wife’s lovely, sensually-smiling face ringed by her 
dark brown hair, fanned in disarray against the 
whiteness of the pillow. 

"Know something?” he whispered tenderly. He 
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bent and kissed her soft, warm lips before rolling 
aside to lie wearily beside her. 

“Yes, I know that I love you,” Bernice replied, 
turning her head on the pillow to regard him with 
rapt adoration. 

“That’s funny” Warren Kyle chuckled. His hands 
caressed her warm, snuggling body. ^That’s exactly 
what I was going to say to you]” 


The End 
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SOME GIRLS WANT MONEY 


. * but party-swinging, 
socializing BERNICE KYLE wanted that... and much more. 
When her sensual demands had exceeded his limit, 
WARREN KYLE bluntly thanked his blue-eyed mate for the 
ride and quit their marriage bed. Eagerly watching the 
Kyles and waiting for Warren's walk-out were a number of 
the town's hungriest women, all willing ., , 

...Ambitious KAREN VINCENT, Warren's man-minded 
office secretary who could always find time —and a place 
— for one more affair. 

... Nympho-minded MARION ROBERTS whose playboy 
husband was too busy studying Bernice's curves to keep 
up with hers I 

...Lonely, beautiful JULIE DANIELS, young widow and 
ardent angler with just the right bait for Warren, the biggest 
fish she'd ever gone after. 

And waiting to make time with Bernice —was handsome 
wastrel Howard Roberts, Marion's husband, who had tired 
of his love diet at home. Add to the picture busy executive 
Brad Gorman, badly smitten by Karen; and Larry Richer*, 
talented young executive who had a yen for Julie Daniels, 
and the result is a boiling cauldron of sex which shook the 
town to its very foundations. 


A PROBING NOVEL 
OF SUBURBAN MORALS 
IN THE HEARTLAND 
OF AMERICA 


o 

m 

> 




wBt 














